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A SINGER'S PRA YER. 

Why am I singing ? Friend, I cannot say ; 
Why does the dusk night fade into the day ? 
Why does sad April melt into glad May ? 

Why do the myriad rivers onward flow 

Straight to the sea ? If all these things you know, 

Why need you ask ? Because God wills it so. 

I cannot tell you where my songs find rest ; 
I cannot choose, or know, or love one best ; 
I can but lie upon the fair earth's breast 

And let the spirit waft me where it will, 

A streamlet, or a river, down the hill 

Of life, e'en to the end, — where all is stilL 

As many waters flow into one sea, 
And myriad lives make one eternity, 
So are these rippling songs I sing to thee. 

B 
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A SINGER'S PRAYER, 



I cannot gather all the streams in one, 
I cannot tell you where their waters run, 
I can but lie and dream beneath the sun, 

And let my full heart pour itself away 
In merest murmur on this summer day, 
A July breath, although it comes in May. 

Although the hedges, hawthorn-crowned, are sweet, 
With faint primroses hiding their brown feet, 
And violets nestling in each fair retreat ; 

Although 'neath kisses of the o'er-mastering sun 
A soft wind-coolness evermore doth run. 
To whisper summer is not wholly won ; 

Although the nightingale half hesitates 
To warble her full song, and meditates 
0*er the long winter, while she tunes and waits ; 

Yet still the song, which, budding in my heart, 

Lay quiescent till bareness should depart 

From the fair earth-veil, plumes its wings to start, 

And flies into the coolness of the air, 

I ask not what fate may await it there — 

Its wings are strong ; it soars beyond my care. 



A SINGER'S PRAYER. 



But, reader, if it perch upon thy breast, 
And crave within thy heart to find a rest, 
Oh, give it refuge ! let it sing its best ! 

And judge it gently if its loving rhyme 
Cling close to memory in the coming time ; 
'Tis earthly music, yet it hath a chime 

(Where it can echo) sweeter than the stars : 
They sing of angels, in their golden cars. 
And rapture-rhythm in the blue afars ; — 

But this, of eajth-life, men and maidens fair ; 

And gleam of lily, scenting the sweet air ; 

And toil and pleasure, hand-clasped, meeting there. 

With no false fetters to hold them apart. 

But Nature's close links binding heart to heart. 

Until the serpent sting them, and they smart. 

And tear their clasping fingers swift atwain. 

Alas, once severed they join not again ! 

And then the darkness glooms, and then the pain. 

Ah, friend, let us be happy this fair day ! 
Do we not sing within the heart of May ? 
Love crowns us now, yet he will pass away 



A SINGEl^S PRAYER, 



Some time, and leave bare brows. We will not 

think 
Of coming darkness — we will stoop and drink 
The cup love holds. What matter if it sink 

Beyond our grasping when the day is o'er, 

And stars drop calmness through the radiant floor 

Of blueness overhead, and joy no more 

(The wild faint gladness of that olden day) 
Lay hold upon our lives ? we had our way ; 
We lived, we loved, we conquered ; yea, I say. 

We seized the very core of happiness. 

And pressed from out its heart desired sweetness ; 

What more can life hold fair, or death express ? 

And I am happy as I sing on still. 
Whatever theme the present moments fill. 
Whatever glads my heart or tunes my will 

To fuller chords of loving — earth, blue sky. 
Or fragrant blossom which beneath doth lie. 
Or many-stranded human destiny — 

All speak to me in numbers, all are fain 
To weave the woof of singing, and again 
To hide with flower-smile life's weary pain* 



A SINGER'S PRAYER. 



You know me now, friend ; if you come to-day 
I'll weave a poem from the budding May, 
And crown your brows to music while you stay. 

But if you cannot live — love — be at rest — 
Upon the freshness of earth-mother's breast, 
Then go your lonely path, — you are not pressed 

To leave life-clangor for the silent vale. 
To leave earth-discord for the nightingale, 
To leave gold-seeking for the poet's tale. 

Nay, friend, still friend, be happy your own way ; 
I ask you not to joy with me to-day : 
I sing alone amid the scented May \ 

And dream, while grass-blades cast their shade o'er 

me ; 
And all the young sweet year swift kisses me, 
And flames a rapture through the lips of me ! 
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SAINT MERAN'S LIGHT. 

Over the sand-hills, oyer the sea, 
Over the rocks so cold and bare, 

Holdmg his beacon unweariedly, 
Steadfast Saint Merau is waiting there. 

What doth he wait for ? what doth he know ?- 
Standing so calmly, still, and white ; 

Watching the weird tide ebb and flow, 
Sleepless guard of the sleepless light 

Ever the legends, so old and quaint, 
Tell us a tale that is sad as tears, 

Sweet as the smile of some dead child-saint. 
Fair as the love of our childhood's years. 



SAINT MERAN'S LIGHT. 



Meran, the boy, (so the legends tell), 
Worshipped a maiden, Gnetta the fair. 

Madly he loved her ; she loved him well. 
Gave him a tress of her gleaming hair. 

Gave him full sweetly her hand to hold, 
Gave him the rose of her mouth to kiss, 

Gave him love's blisses so manifold, 
Glimpses of fairer worlds, joy in this. 

Motherless was she, save of the sea ; 

Fatherless, save of the steadfast sky ; 
All the star-watchers grew sisterly 

Unto the maiden, they wist not why. 

Yet shall love fail us, or soon, or late ; 

Strong, without pity, the demons are. 
What hand may wrestle with changeless fate ? 

Doth not hard Time slay the fairest star ? 

Came the day swiftly that swept apart 
Fingers that fain were to clasp till death ; 

Sea-mother sent forth the storm from her heart. 
Sky-father spake with his wild- wind breath ; 

Little star-sisters spyed swift away ; 

Darkness and terror fulfilled the night ; 
All the storm-children rushed forth to play ; 

White lips grew mute with mad prayers for light 



8 SAINT MERAN*S LIGHT. 

Then, through the blackness, came, strong and 
clear, 

Voices that wailed forth full bitterly : 
" Help us, sweet souls, for Christ's mother dear ! " 

Gnetta sprang up with a mighty cry, 

" Yea, we will help you ! " And swift as light 
(No prayer uttered, love needs not speech) 

Meran and Gnetta are lost to sight, 

Harsh grates a boat as it tears the beach. 

Into the darkness they twain did go, 

Firm-eyed and loving, as twain should be ; 

Death, the slayer, hath willed it so — 
Ever the best-loved loveth he. 

Lo ! when the morrow, in mist of gold, 

Held her sun-flower for sea to kiss, 
On the waved sand-hills so grey and cold, 

Brought back by wind-hands, in scorn I wis, 

Dead lay the maiden, on Meran's heart ; 

Close-clasped, clinging, — ^alas, in vain ! 
Lo, the fiends falter not ; tear apart 

Lovers ; unloving, they laugh at pain ! 



SAINT MERAN'S LIGHT. 



Gently they laid her in sweet earth's breast ; 

Let the soft grasses wave, cool and green ; 
Set thick the lilies that sing of rest, 

Mingled with heartsease and balm between. 

Stonily, Meran, with no sad word, 

Waited until all the grave lay fair, 
Then he cried out, "Be the darkness abhorred ! 

Light ! light ! light ^ she shall have it there ! " 

So, all his life long, he toiled apace. 
Bending to order the stubborn stone, 

Challenging Time to a mighty race. 
Wrestling sore with the sea alone. 

"Light ! she shall have it ! " he only said. 
Gazing straight-eyed at the sunset flame : 

Now his light blossoms, while he lies dead. 
And through the darkness writes fair his name. 

" Saint," the folk called him, for love and loss, 
Love that hath flowered flame-high from death. 

Lo, how the fiends laugh to hew man's cross ! 
Yet shall God crown him, his own heart saith. 

See ye now, brothers, his light is set 
Firm 'mid the tempests, that may not mar ; 

Meran has conquered, as man will yet, — 
Stronger than demons the sweet saints are ! 



10 SAINT MERAlSnS LIGHT, 

Over the sand-hills, over the sea, 
Over the rocks so cold and bare, 

Holding his beacon unweariedly, 
Steadfast Saint Meran is waiting there. 



And after many winters, came a time 

When Meran's light was lit 
By one gold-headed maiden, sweet as rh)rme 

When loved mouth singeth it 

She had not much of wisdom, save the lore 

To tend that holy light ; 
And many a lost ship, drifting to the shore. 

Had blessed it, shining bright. 

One gold day, dreaming by the green cool sea. 
Whose waves her playmates were. 

She read, wide-eyed, fair tales of chivalry 
And love, that seemed to stir 

Some sleeping flower in her white sweet breast. 

And all the air grew still. 
And faintly o'er the far waves, half expressed, 

She felt a mystic thrill 



SAINT MERAIPS LIGHT. n 

Steal through her soul, and chain it, so that she, 

All trembling, turned and fled 
Unto her light, that burned on steadily. 

" My light ! " was all she said ; 

But, hovering near, she kissed the small gold stand. 

Wrought like a flying bird. 
Which steadfast Meran tasked sore heart and hand 

To fashion, and so stirred 

Grew she, that, kneeling by the amber flame. 
She raised her close-clasped hands, 

" Dear light, I swear, by blessed Meran's name, 
To follow thy commands. 

" Let not some new strange power lure my soul ; 

Let me be thine alone — 
Heart, spirit, hand, and body, yea, the whole ! 

Dear light, protect thine own 1 " 

All day she tarried by it, sleeplessly ; 

And when the night drew nigh, 
A wailing wind swept swift across the sea. 

And starless stretched the sky. 

Then firm and fearless stood she, while uprose. 

Fair, joyous, amber-clear. 
The great gold flame that every sailor knows, 

And knowing, holdeth dear. 



12 SAINT MERANS LIGHT, 

And through the night-tide all the storm-fiends strove 

To wreck one mighty ship, 
Wherein the land's hope stood, Prince Megalove, 

With calm smile on his lip. 

Full eagerly the skipper strained his eyes 

To pierce that clinging night, 
" Saint Meran giiide us, from the distant skies. 

And show his blessed light ! " 

"Who tends the light ? " the prince asked carelessly : 

" Some ancient mariner ? " 
" Nay," answered they ; " a maiden sweet to see : 

Who knoweth, loveth her." 

Then mused Prince Megalove; "What maiden this. 

Who liveth for the light : 
Unwitting of love's joyaunce, and his bliss ? 

It were a goodly sight 

" To see this sea-child flushing, flower-wise, 

Or pale as yonder wave : 
Lo, when the golden morrow shall arise. 

Saint Meran*s help I'll crave." 

So, when the sweet morn wakened, o'er the sands 

The fair prince eagerly 
Strode, gleaming with bright gems, from distant lands 

Right marvellous to see, 
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SAINT MERAN*S LIGHT. 13 

Wove into his gold vesture ; for he thought 

Within himself, " Let be : 
Full oft my gleaming jewels love have wrought 

From loves that loved not me. 

" Perchance she will not heed them, — ^then in sooth 

My jewel have I found ; 
My love, my lady, yea, the queen, in truth, 

Who in my soul lives crowned 1 " 

Thus musing, to the lighthouse swift he came 

(A goodly man was he) ; 
And called the maiden, in Saint Meran's name. 

To come forth fearlessly. 

But she, faint with long watching, heeded not, 

Sleeping beside the light, 
Lost in some blissful dream — more fair, I wot, 

Than ever fiUeth night. 

And so at last he saw her : the small hands 

Stretched out toward the flame ; 
While, cloud-like, her gold tresses' gleaming strands 

(That, falling downward, came 

Unto the sweet small feet) were wrapped around 

The fair white breast of her. 
Prince Megalove stood tranced, his heart had found 

Its queen and arbiter. 



14 SAINT MERAIPS LIGHT, 

He gazed till grew the thrilled air musical, 

As seemeth it full oft 
When sweet, from out the dimness, Love doth call, 

With low voice singing soft, 

And hearts that hear him, flower radiantly, 

Beneath the cold world's snow, 
Unheeding aught, save that dear voice, — lo, he 

Will ever have it so ! 

And leadeth some into the desert sands. 

Where flower breaketh none ; 
And some he casteth in fierce lonely lands 

Where fearful deeds are done ; 

And some he kisseth on the yearning mouth — 

One kiss for guerdon due ; 
And some he flUeth with a deathless drouth, 

Nor yieldeth rain or dew 

To nourish his red roses ; yet, I say. 

Who heareth love's sweet tone, 
May never rest from travail, night or day. 

But wendeth forth alone, 

To follow, and to find him : if so be 

The precious one shall give 
A smile for all the anguish, joyfully 

The pilgrim-soul will live ! 



SAINT MERAirS LIGHT, 



As lute-strings, musical, grew the soft air, 

Around those twain, I trow ; 
When, slowly wakening, the maiden there 

Found the prince bending low 

With eyes that worshipped, and with hands full fain 

To fill with jewels bright 
The small clasped palms, yet turned she swift again 

Unto the steadfast light 

And he who marked her turning — with the glance 

That lovers use, who hold 
All other thought save love mere dissonance — 

Drew nearer, and more bold : 

" Sweet maiden, wherefore hast thou drawn apart 

From love and revelry ? 
Beaf st thou, perchance, some phantom at thine heart 

That deathward leadeth thee ? 

" Come forth into the morning : turn thine eyes 

Upon me, who am thine : 
Behold, the red dawn breaketh through the skies — 

Leave thou this light to shine 

" Across the sea-foam, tended watchfully 

By some old mariner ; 
But thou, wend thou into life's light with me." 

Cold fell his words on her ; 
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And gazing with those sea-blue eyes, that clave 

His very soul atwain, 
She answered very softly : " Meran gave 

His life this light to gain ; 

" How, then, should I forsake it ? Unto me 

It is the good supreme ; 
Doth it not conquer all the wild fierce sea ? 

Saint Meran's soul I deem 

" Lives in it, and, there dwelling, flings across 

The world triumphantly 
The glory of a love that through sore loss 

Rose strong as God to be ! " 

" Nay, God thou knowest not ! " made answer swift 
The young prince ; " lo, he comes ! 

I am his messenger ; I bear his gift- 
Soft lute-strings are his drums — 

" His banner hold I, woven of gold hair, 
Whereon fair queens have wrought 

A red rose-flower, whose deep heart doth bear 
Small sweet stars bright as thought." 

" This god I know not; if you be indeed 

His messenger, I pray 
Seek other lands ; my light is all I need" 

" I will not sail away ! " 
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Quoth Megalove more firmly ; ** if so true 

You cling unto the light, 
I too will tend the blessed flame with you.** 

" Nay, 'twere a woful sight 

" To see God*s messenger so jewel-fair , . . " 

Scoffed he, " Behold me, then," 
And flung his jewelled raiment here, and there, 

" A man as other men, — 

" Save less, for lack of learning, brain or hand, 

Some craft to featly do." 
Full softly spake the maiden, " Nay, your land, 

Methinks, hath need of you. 

" We choose not here our pathways ; each soul, set 

Within a narrow track, 
Must swiftly follow onwards : never yet 

Soul triumphed that looked back." 

Then turned she to the fair light steadfastly, 

Despite his yearning eyes ; 
" More need of thy sweet presence, dear," sighed he, 

" So fair, and true, and wise. 

" Turn with me now, crowned lady of my heart, 

And rule the land, I pray ! " 
" Nay," trembling, spake she ; " now we twain must 
part." 
Slowly he turned away, 

c 
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And slowly passed adown the winding stair. 

Unto the windy shore ; 
And felt the sea-foam blown upon his hair 

In the crisp mom once more. 

Naught spake he, but strode swiftly to his ship, 

Yet evermore there came 
A strange sweet gravity to eye and lip, 

When folk spake Meran's name. 



And days grew fair, and faded, till the years 

Had set between the twain 
A bare waste of lost hours, strewn with tears 

As thick as sunmier rain : 

Yet never his heart yielded her sweet face, 

But held it sacredly ; 
And ever faltered back to one small place. 

Saint Meran by the sea. 

Perchance she wist not of love's strife, and woe, 

(So pure her soul, and white). 
Yet swiftly turned (she dared not watch him go) 

Unto her golden light 
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Perchance as the days faded faltered she, 

Yet murmured not, nor sighed ; 
And Meran*s light still shone out steadily 

The grey fierce sea beside. 

Then came a time of terror ; many kings 

Set faces toward the land : 
And rumour, hurrying on her million wings, 

Flew down to Meran's strand. 

And whispered of the strong ships speeding on 

In Megalove's despite ; 
While many a fierce fight had been lost and won, 

"Saint Meran, by thy light, 

" That blessed light," prayed she, "that burns on clear 

Above the angry sea, 
Give me a guerdon — save my prince ; lo here 

I crave this grace of thee ! " 

Then sudden o'er the green waves stole a breath 

That moaned and died away. 
Yet rose again as strong and fierce as death. 

And through the sunless day 

A myriad wailing voices rose and fell. 

Of wind-fiends hastily 
Dragged forth unwilling from the gates of hell, 

To wrestle with the sea. 
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And through the sad air that sank cowed and still, 

Came swift the thunder clang ; 
While frenzied lightning clave the clouds, until 

A fiercer clarion rang — 

The cry of drowning heroes, that uprose 

From out the maddened main 
In fierce defiance, as the gold heart shows 

The greater for its pain. 

And mad, and ever madder, grew the gale. 

Till ships asunder brake ; 
And mocking lips grew silent, stern, and pale, 

That laughed for slaughter's sake. 

** Men," cried the noble captain ; " death is nigh ; 

Natheless Saint Meran's light 
Might guide us safe to haven — eagerly 

Scan ye the clutching night." 

And wild eyes scanned the distance, whence the flame 

Should blossom as of yore ; 
And trembling voices spake Saint Meran*s name. 

The guardian of the shore. 
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Over the sand-hills, over the sea, 

Over the rocks so cold and bare ; 
Holding his beacon unweariedly, 

Steadfast Saint Meran is waiting there. 

Ever the maiden, still and white, 

Watcheth the storm from her vantage place ; 
Ever the gleam of the golden light 

Flusheth to anguish the pure pale face. 

Voices she heareth, and hasting feet — 

Hurrying swift up the winding stair. 
Megalove breaks in : " Oh, true, and sweet, 

Queen, I have come ; be the light my care ! " 

Sternly the sea-maiden struck atwain 
Fingers that, clasping hers, fain would hold 

" Prince, your land wrestles in deadly pain ; 
Dare you to tarry ? Oh, brave and bold, 

" Leave me Saint Meran, and haste away ; 

Sharp sword befitteth thy fingers* clasp ; 
Bitterest deeds must be wrought to-day — 

Hand of steel must thy strong hands grasp ! " 

" Bitterest rede hast thou spoken, child, 

Yet shall thy lover forgive it thee ; 
While through the godless night, black and wild, 

Blessed Saint Meran's light quenched must be." 
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" Never ! " she vowed, " while my life shall last ! 

" Not for thy king, but thy land,*' he cried. 
" Yea, for all lands, prince, he set it fast ; 

Yea, for all nations he strove and died. 

" Light for all sailors, or friend, or foe, 
Hope for all hopeless ones set he here ; 

Yea, and my heart's faith would have it so — 
\Vhile my life flickers, the light bums clear ! '* 

" Maiden, bethink thee," still softly spake 
Megalove, clasping her hand again ; 

" If love may bend not, stern might must break ; 
Land's weal outweigheth a maiden's pain ! " 

Flushing full proudly, she murmured low : 
" Blessed Saint Meran, protect thine own ! " 

Then stood she dauntless, as white as snow, 
Guarding the light with her breast alone. 



Sprang the knights swiftly unto the prince : 

" Lord, why delayest thou ? Quench the light ! 

Never such tempest hath fallen since 
Holy Saint Meran lit up the night" 

" Land's weal for world's weal 1 " was all she said, 
Facing her foes like a queen, I trow : 

" Quench ye the light when myself lie dead, — 
Ready am I, since he wills it so I " 
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Never had maiden such might before : 
Vainly they seized her with mailed hand ; 

Clearer the golden light flamed from shore — 
Swiftly the foemen's ships neared the strand. 



And then a mighty clangour filled the night, 

And up the narrow stair 
Came echoes of fierce battle. Stem and white, 

Yet most divinely fair, 

Stood Meran's maiden : " Lo, he wins ! " cried she ; 

" My prince, my lord the king ! 
Love may not triumph through base treachery, 

Nor any craven thing ! " 

Yet, as she spake, Prince Megalove lay dead. 

The sea-foam in his hair ; 
And through the angry morning, wild and red. 

The foemen triumphed there. 

And swift unto the lighthouse, where unmoved 

The great gold light burned on. 
They bore him to the maiden whom he loved, 

His fleet fierce battle done. 



24 SAINT MERAN'S LIGHT. 

And silent, yet all radiant, came their king. 

In raiment fair to see. 
And gave Saint Meran many a precious ring, 

And jewel thankfully. 

But when upon the maiden fell his eyes, 

His heart leapt up, I ween ; 
So proud she stood, so scornful, everywise 

In very sooth a queen ! 

" Fear not, sweet sea-bird/* spake he, wistfully ; 

" Live love is more than dead. 
Thy fair soul hath for guerdon heart of me." 

The maiden flushed blood-red. 

And reft a dagger from his side, and fell 

On Megalove's cold breast : 
" Lo, thus the battle endeth ; it is well. 

Saint Meran. knoweth best. 

"World's weal is more than land's weal, though to me. 

Oh, love, it seems not so ! 
Yet clearer spake Saint Meran, and with thee 

Unto his land I go ! " 

Then into her sweet bosom, bared and white, 

Plunged she the deadly steel, 
While amber-clear and joyous gleamed the light, 

Unheeding woe or weal. 
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Over the sand-hills, over the sea, 
Over the rocks so cold and bare, 

Holding his beacon unweariedly, 

Steadfast Saint Meran is waiting there. 
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AT THE GATE OF DEATH. 

(charlotte stieglitz.) 

Oh, fair white days ! my childhood's summer days ! 

Dear days when suns shone always, and skies gleamed 

One rapturous changeless sapphire, till they waned 

To night's serener blue, strewn thick with stars — 

Why come ye back, dear happy careless days, 

Unto my groping soul, at this strest hour ? 

Why stands that one blue day, with laughing eyes, 

And brows bound fair with speedwell, mocking me 

Athwart the dark road I must tread alone ? 

Let be a moment — let my aching sight 

Rest on her sweetness ; let me press once more 

With glad child-feet the dew-sown radiance 

Of grass that gleamed opaline in the sun. 

Across the meadow, where the daisies grew 

As red as roses, and the clover held 

Its sweet lips to the bee. . . . (How the bees sang 

That morning, and the birds ! the air was brimmed 

With marvellous music, and the listening trees 
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Stood — ^not a leaf astir.) I danced along, 

A happy child, whose hated task was done, 

Unto my palace, a green drooping beech 

With bright leaves curtaining the strong young sun : 

But ere I reached it, lo ! a miracle ! 

Yon green bank 'neath the willows, where last night 

No flower or promise of least tiny bud 

Lay 'mid the grass blades, a sweet stretch of sky. 

Blue — blue beyond all blueness I see now, 

Even in Italy — ^smiled to my smile ! 

'Twas but a knot of speedwell, whose sweet eyes 

Th' enamoured sun had opened, kissing them. 

But unto me 'twas as it were a chink 

Through which my heart reached heaven, — 'twas as a 

key 
Revealing all the mysteries of God ! 
And in my child's soul, I was 'ware there brake 
Aflower the soul of life ! Ah, dear blue day, 
Come near me, let me live in you once more. 
Ere death's grey flowerless days encompass me ! 
She fades — she dies — ^her blueness groweth wan. 
And her sweet coronal like flame-scorqhed grass. 
But now a sister day steps to her place. 
Whose dreamful eyes seek some sweet thing and 

strange 
In yon forget-me-not, that is the sky : 
Her brows are bound with thorn-sprays, and are pale 
With passion of worship ; yet the Spring hath laid 
Light fingers on her crown, and lo, it buds 
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To rapturous fragrant hawthorn ! From afar 

Steals organ-music, and gold harp-strings struck 

As it were by wind and sun, so mystic sweet. 

So wondrous clear, and pure, the symphony 

Whereto her white feet pace their rhythmic way ! 

Oh, high, clear day ! wait but so long a space 

As yonder imminent cloud shall break to rain 

And hide my hills — my dreamful soul-ladders 

Unto Christ's heaven, star-litten, very fair. 

And calm, and golden, o'er our turbulent life. 

I see myself a maiden in the Spring, 

And hear, what time the wondrous harp-pla)dng 

Hath waned to silence. One, whose grave thrilled voice 

Swept through my soul, as wind through aspen leaves. 

And drew therefrom a song — no lilting lay 

Of sweet life brimmed with laughter, but a chant 

Whereby tired feet might climb to Calvary, 

And in the beauty of that dear Christ-face 

Lose count of bleeding brow, and thorn-strewn road. 

Oh Christ, my Master, this is Calvary ! 

Turn Thy dear eyes upon me — heavy now 

With the death-anguish, and the cross-bearing, 

Yet, let me see them, oh, my Christ ! Beloved ! 

By those fair eyes my swooning soul grows strong, 

I dare to die, as Thou didst, oh, my Christ. — 

Alas, the sweet face groweth very wan, 

And dim the windy hill, and shadowy 

The white cross gleaming there ! Oh, high clear day, 

Can you not wait ? Your silent feet pass by, 
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' And yon black storm-cloud folds across the hills 
Its glittering veil of rain, and hideth them : 
While as mine eyes turn sad from seeking, lo 
A fair young day that dances in the sun ! 
Her blown gold hair a glory, her slim hands 
Full of flushed roses, and pale heliotrope ; 
Her red mouth brimmed with laughter, waxen sweet 
As any thrush-song at glad sunrising ! 
And one is there, who whispers, " Dear, the gift. 
The royal gift of love, the grace he sets. 
Crown-fashion, on our life ! give thou to me 
This precious guerdon, so my mouth be touched 
With flame, and sing ! " Then earth, and sky, and sea, 
Grew filled with jubilant music, waxen strong 
With trumpet, and deep bassoon, and hautboy thrilled 
With triumph and scorn, till all the old gods leapt 
From out their dark-browed caverns, and were glad 
Because proud pagan Eros stript once more 
The crown from off the Galilean's brows ! 
And fair white raiment bound my trembling limbs, 
And golden fillets clasped my flowing hair, 
And, 'mid a rain of roses, passed I home 
Unto Love's palace. — Yet through all there brake 
That grave sad voice ; and lo, the harp-playing 
(A phantom music, in thin phantom air) ! 
And once again the old dream glamoured me, 
Until the bleeding crownless brows I left 
Grew dearer than the crowned one at my side. 
Whose mouth, fulfilled of kisses, yet was mute ! 
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Then spake he softly : " Lo, the soul of love 1 

The new sweet life, whose first soft touch will ope 

The silent springs of song ! " And so she waned, 

That jubilant, flowerful, lyric day, 

Yet gave nor gift, nor grace, he craved of her. 

She dances by, and her fair sister comes. 

With yearning violet eyes, and languorous 

Slow-trailing feet. Oh, my sweet queen of days, 

Draw nearer yet, lay cool hands on my brow. 

And press thy treasure deep into my breast 

That aches to bear its burden once again ! 

Oh, my love-flower, my one little rosfe. 

My morning bud that bloomed at simrising, 

The very breath, the very life of me. 

Mine own, own child I almost, I feel the thrill 

Of that soft mouth that kissed my breast, and drew 

All dreams away, save future dreams for thee — 

Of small sweet arms that clung about my neck. 

Of tiny baby fingers, waxen strong 

To play with my blown hair ! — Oh, Christ ! my Christ ! 

The baby-rose, the small persistent life 

That filled my days so full, I could not pray. 

Save, " Bless my darling, keep my little one ; " 

Hath it not borne my heart up to Thy feet. 

And laid it there for Thee to tread upon ? 

Oh, Christ, amid the music and the song. 

The glad sweet tone of cithern, and the clear 

Thrilled rapture of Thy saints at harp-playing. 

Wilt Thou not heed a lisping human voice 
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That calls for me ? Yea, even amid the fields 

Of Thy fair golden heaven, so flowerful, 

So sweet for baby fingers to dip deep 

And pluck the asphodels, that never fade. 

Oh, queen of days that gave me my white rose, 

Stay yet a while, I pray you ! let me drink 

Again, but once again, from that gold cup 

Wherein the angels press God's grapes for wine 

And hold to yearning mouths, that bitterly 

Strain to its sweetness 'mid life's anguished thirst ! 

She will not tarry 1 will not lay again 

That sweet load on my heart ! Ah, merciless I 

Her languorous trailing feet seem winged with flame, 

And flee from my strest gaze as whirl-wind sped ! 

And lo 1 one bowed and broken with veiled face, 

And sable raiment, and wrung empty hands ; 

With sound of hopeless sobbing, and vain tears, 

For all the music of her wayfaring — 

I see myself a weary woman, sad 

Beyond all dreamed-of sorrow, for he spake : 

" Perchance the anguish will unchain my lips. 

And wake my lyre to song ! " I hated him ! 

Christ, hate me not for hatred ; pardon me, 

My Christ, who pardoned all things. Ah, dear Lord, 

I was a childless mother, and grew mad 

With tortmre of those words, that scathed my soul 

Like falling fire-fl5.kes on bared tender flesh I 

Was this the Love — was this the god, who smote 

Those bleeding brows, and tore therefrom the crown, — 
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Proud Pagan Eros, with his insolent laugh, 
And rhythmic dance, and scattering of flowers, 
And music of sharp lute and shrilling pipe 
To drown my bitter sobs ? — He, garlanded 
With glistering roses, gathered from my heart, 
Whose life-blood flushed their petals very red, — 
My swooning pale pale heart, that lay with her. 
My child, my little one, on the cold bier ! 
Oh, Christ, through that vain chorus mocking me, 
" One rose's death — ^but many roses' birth — 
Yea, if one lack for roses, blow there not 
Full many sweeter flowers in Love's field ? " 
Again the voice that led me to Thy feet, 
That clear grave voice : and lo the harp-playing ! 
And far off, on the shadowy cold grey hill. 
Gleamed white the cross, and He who lay thereon, 
Against an ashen sky. — ^Ah, pass not yet, 
Most miserable day ! Let mine eyes gaze 
Deep in thine own, grown blind with bitter tears ! 
But no, she may not tarry ; her feet press 
The same strait path her happy sisters trod : 
Afar the sound of sobbing dies away, 
And once again I stand alone with God. — 
He comes not nigh me, whom I worshipped so, 
And after hated, — nevermore shall come ; 
His words pass, as the passing of the wind. 
Across my steadfast soul : " In vain ! in vain ! 
Love, rapture, anguish, may not yield me song ! '* 
And then a sudden sound of harp-playing — . 
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A sudden thrill of that remembered voice — 

And my tost soul grows as a gold-stringed lute 

His hand shall play on. — Ah, my Christ ! my Christ 1 

Life, even the very saddest, still seems sweet 

When, groping back from death's swift opening door. 

Our dim eyes catch the glamour, lose the gloom. 

And feign earth fair, as skies at sunrising ; 

Yet, dear my Christ, didst Thou not yield glad life, 

And length of days, and gold years, litten clear 

With joy of brave true deeds, and love-labours — 

Yea, life brimmed with all treasure, that poor souls 

Might win a little in the coming days ? 

Didst thou not die ungrudging ? And shall I, 

What thou for all, lack strength to do for one ? 

Perchance a kiss laid on my silent lips. 

When but a cold dead face shall meet his eyes. 

May strike a-thrill his pent-up passion of speech ; 

So losing me, he gains his heart's desire ! — 

I am enough a poet, even I, 

To feel the bitterness his spirit knows 

For lack of song. Oh, dear Christ, guerdon him ! 

Lo ! I that plead, lay humbly at Thy feet 

My litde life, and pray, " Take Thou the gift. 

And yield the grace I crave." — The calm eyes gaze 

Unansw'ring still, but sure the pale scarred brows, 

Thorn-chapleted, have caught a sudden gleam 

Of sunset radiance, that revealeth them 

In high clear glory, yea, the very God's — 

Christ ! Christ ! my Master I Oh, thou rose of death, 

D 
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Where-by his sad grey pathways break aflower, 
Till treasure of fragrance brims the silent air ; 
And perfect peace of poppy-crowned souls 
Chants soft in lullabies, that stir the grass 
And daisies, and gold king-cups, to make fair 
The mounds that hide their hearts ! 

Can I not see 
A low green grave, and one who kneels thereby, 
And sings a clear song to the star-strewn sky. 
Of mighty death, and mightier love ? And lo I 
That one, with flame-sweet mouth, is mine own love 1 
My voiceless poet, singing on my grave ! 

l^Stabs herself and dies. 
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LOVES GARDEN. 

Set to weird music of the sea, 
Far off, yet clear on windless days — 

Like dream-words to dream-melody — 
Love's mystic garden blooms always. 

Deep flushed it is, with that red rose 
Whose seed of passion Love has sown 

In his own heart, until it knows 
No life save in that heart alone. 

There lilies, white as wind-blown snow. 
And purple pansies, draw apart, 

To whisper legends sweet and low 
Of Love's own fiery flower heart 

And fierce sun-smitten marigolds 
Sing songs of Love's wild mastery ; 

Of Love that the barred dungeon holds. 
Of Love that laughs, and will be firee. 
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A fountain, all of pearl and gold, 
Moonlight and sun, by fingers deft 

So woven that no eye had told 
'Twas not a star from heaven reft. 

Flings its bright waters in the air, 

Or kisses the forget-me-not 
Yea, all that is, of glad, or fair. 

Abides within that happy spot ! 

The summer clouds fly down to rest, 
The dancing stars play with their hair, 

And, all the night, on Psyche's breast 
Love leans his head so gold and fair. 

And all day long beneath the sun. 
Who gives his golden beams to her. 

She weaves the visions, one by one, 
Love sends to his true worshipper. 

The happy dreams kiss her white feet. 

The winged thoughts flutter round her head ; 

And still she weaves her vesture sweet. 
From the swift sunbeam's golden thread 

And o'er the outcast's naked breast 
Love flings this vesture, as he flies ; 

High souls, in ragged raiment dressed. 
Grow golden-robed beneath his eyes ! 
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Set to weird music of the sea. 
Love's garden blossoms evermore ; 

Sweet Psyche hath the golden key, 
And dim dreams lead you to the door. 
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AN ANSWERED PRAYER. 

Alas, Love hath no power to stay 
The mighty hand of Death ! 

When, unseen save by one white face, 
The stern king beckoneth ; 

And suddenly Love stands alone, 
And waxeth faint of breath. 



He laid her down, full sad of heart, 
Amid the blown sweet grass. 

Where evermore a murmur ran 
As if her soul did pass 

Just where the sun lit up its hair 
For God's own candlemas. 
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" One word, to know where thou art gone, 

And if thou waitest true, 
Until the years have shaken all 

Their sands of sorrow through — 
Until again we two are one 

As in the days we knew ! " 

So prayed his heart ; and then he cast 

Himself down by her side, 
And watched the sweet stars of the night 

To sweeter morning glide ; 
And still his yearning soul sobbed low, 

^*One word, whatever betide !" 



The stately years, so tall and fair. 

Laid hands upon his head ; 
And, gazmg in his longing eyes 

Whence light of life had fled. 
Soft whispered, " Thou shalt have thy will 

When dole of prayer is said ! " 



And one sweet day, the queen of days, 

He, dreaming sadly there. 
Felt soft arms steal about his neck. 

And warm breath stir his hair. 
And knew his lost love had come back 

Down heaven's starlit stair. 



40 AN ANSWERED PRA YER, 

Silent he lay, in rapturous 
Content too deep for speech ; 

Nor dared he raise his brimming eyes 
To let their looks beseech 

The grace she gave in those old days 
A sigh alone could reach. 

Long time they rested silently ; 

But, " Love," she breathed at last, 
" I wait for thee ; be strong, sweetheart ; 

Thine answered prayer speeds fast ! " 
A little breeze sighed through the place, 

Then ceased, and she had passed. 

He bowed his happy eyes, and wept. 

Lo ! where her feet had trod. 
Lay pansies purple as her heart ; 

And on the tear-sown sod 
Above her grave a white rose lay. 

His answered prayer from God. 
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LEAVES FROM MARY MERIVALES 

DIARY. 

JUNK 

" He said he loved me, as we stood above 

The weird grey sea, with flitting purple lights 

Shot through its moaning waves ; and I had felt 

An ever-present spirit in my life. 

That held, as 'twere, a hand 'twixt me and aught 

Harmful or sorrowing, and still was there 

If but my fingers sought some harbourage. 

Or mine eyes strained for knowledge : yet to me 

His words were as the sudden luminous 

Uprising of a star, unseen before, 

That sets all old familiar presences 

In strange new light, and draws my startled soul 

Into fresh paths, up steep untrodden heights, 

And through deep oceans, where it walks the waves 

Heedless of peril. — Is love always thus ? 

'Tis wondrous, but not sweet — more marvellous 

Than happy. Or perchance am I alone 
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Shut out from its fruition ? — Unto me 
Love seems a banner set upon a grave, 
Not, as I dreamed, fair jewelled bride-vesture ; 
It seems a march to battle, where we strive, 
And, striving, fall at last unconquering — 
Not the low lute-song of two tuned lives : 
There is no peace in it — no yielding up 
Heart, soul, and body in one rapturous 
Surrender of a kiss. I love him ; yes — 
No other face can shadow his, no voice 
Drown one low whisper from his pleading lips, — 
And yet, beyond this love, and far above 
I catch dim glimpses of a fierier crown 
Than that he binds my brows with ; and I'm 'ware 
Of some stem face that holds its sword-like eyes 
Between our meeting lips. — My God hath laid 
The chrism of consecration on my head, 
And bound me to His altar, and I feel 
Scant space remains before the sacrifice ! 
Where, how, or when, I know not ; but I know 
The knife is raised, and I await the end 
« « « « « 

As I passed through the village, Madeline, 
The hot tears falling from her sweet sad eyes. 
Met me, and sobbed out how her brother came, 
The eve before, on crutches, — ^he who went. 
Gallant and proud, the strongest lad of all. 
Drawn from their peaceful life that kings might own 
A few yards more of basely stolen land. 
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' Alas/ she said, ' at least he has come back, 

Though maimed and sad ; but oh, the misery, 

John comes not with him ! Dead, upon the field 

My brother left that traest heart of all ! ' 

The twain were lovers, and the Spring had seen 

Their wedding-mom, when he was called away. 

' God called him,' says the world : alas 1 alas ! 

If God there be — and, oh, my deepest soul 

Whispers there is, though hidden, cloud enwrapped — 

Shall we not find him, where the sweet Christ said, 

In love of those around us, and in peace, — 

In clinging closelier to the kindred hearts 

He sets around our lives, — ^yea, in the strife 

To widen that small circle of dear hearts 

That beat responsive to a loving look. 

Until the world itself is chapleted 

By hand-clasped brothers, and the cruel sword 

Is wrought into the ploughshare and the scythe. 

For golden gladness of our harvest-tide ? 

And love — ^this strong weird mystic love, this god 

Who leads us on resistless — ^were it not, 

In its true nature, multitudinous, 

Star-reaching, myriad-sided, with a smile 

For all and each ? never the cloistered gaze 

That meets one answering look, and one alone, 

And to all else is hard and cold as stone ! 

Were it not poured, like some sweet summer rain, 

On tree, and brute, and human brow, and all ? 

Not hoarded like the consecrated oil 
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Priests treasure for one king ! Alas, alas ! 

These winged th9ughts bear me where I fear to 

tread, 
Lest I should trample on his loving heart 
Who loves me with no boding dream of ill, 
And sees our meeting lives steal calmly on 
Through daisied meadows, 'till one daisied grave 
Holds all of us save memory. — Woe is me ! 
Why cannot I, like myriad maidens^ still 
Sing in the sunshine, with no thought, or care, 
While he stands by, glad in that I am glad ? — 
Ah, coward that I am ! Perchance to me 
Is given the holy task, by sacrifice, 
To raise my sisters to that sacred height 
Where men, by Christ-right, stand! Perchance 

even I, 
But a mere grass-blade in the field of life. 
May be, by grace and mercy of dear God, 
So filled by the strong rapture that the wind 
Wins from the azure, infinite, unknown. 
That, wrought to stronger music than the trees, 
My life may grow, even as a shadow of Christ's, 
To lift up my bowed sisters, and to set 
The crown of conquered death upon their brows ! 
God 1 God ! how small mere personal love and loss 
Grow in the glory of such possible 
Triumph and joy ! — Give me the strength to bear, 
Hardest of all, his sorrow whom I love. 
Mere pain, yea bodily torture, 'til the flesh 
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Shrinks to its elemental essences, 
Is naught — e'en bitterest anguish of remorse 
I count but small, who know it must come, ere yet 
The glorious golden doors are opened wide — 
The portals of spirit unclose, and soul is free 1 
« « « • • 

* Unwomanly ! unloving I hard and cold I ' 
Do I not hear the harsh world, brazen-tongued, 
Shout its false verdict ? Yet, what matters it ? 
The world is not my judge 1 I will not yield 
Allegiance bom of hate I No, rather live 
An outcast from all hearts, than treacherously 
Worship where I but scorn, or bend my soul 
To what were profanation ! — Yet, alas, 
I cannot wholly break the bonds of sex, 
And, standing calm, dare all the wrathful eyes 
That scorch me with their scorn : mine falter down 
Tear-filled, and yearning, but a woman still 

Striving to do men's work. And yet No, no ! 

My traitor tongue slips glibly through the cant, — 

What is a man's work, what a woman's toil. 

Save that they each have strength for? There's no 

line 
Set hard between the sexes ! Purity, 
Forgetfulness of self, deep lovingness. 
Strife for that blessedness we dimly feel 
Flushes the fruitage of life's gracious tree 
Whereto our stature may be raised — burn not 
These gems as fairly on the manly breast 
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As on the woman's bosom ? If it were 
Indeed, as scoffers feign, that the first step 
Beyond the boundary of her household cares 
And sweet child tendance and the loveliness 
That lily-like grows fairer in the shade 
Discrowns our womanhood, and renders us 
Nor man nor woman, but a hideous dwarf, 
Reft of all fit proportion and all truth — 
Then would I stifle all these crowding hopes, 
The blessed harbingers of good to come ; 
Yea, crush them ruthlessly for dear life's sake. 
As though my errant feet unwarily 
Trod on a serpent's brood. But 'tis not so I 
The nearer grows our stature to the man's 
(In all glad knowledge, and the clearer sight 
That dare gaze through all windows God hath set 
In His great palace of the universe : 
Call them what name you will — science, or art. 
Religion, love, or law — the same sweet might 
In due proportion bear they all to lead 
To mightier truths behind them) the more near 
And possible grows perfection of the race ! 
God knows we women are too prone to cling 
To the strong hand, to obey the masterful, 
And bow our souls and bodies to the dust 
Before some strong-willed idol : there's small fear 
We grow too independent, and too free ! 
But there's no faith without equality ! 
The slave will sell her master some wild day, 
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The plaything wound its maker ; but the friend, 

The equal, in sweet sense of equal mind, 

Soul, heart, and intellect — ^and these alone 

Will mate in those bright coming days I see — 

Would die unshrinking by her comrade's side, 

Or, parted, wear his image in her breast, 

Though all the universe were garlanded 

To tempt to treason ! And in my heart's heart, 

Yea, in my inmost soul, my hero lives, 

And shall live evermore ; but as, of old, 

The good knight set his God before his king. 

So I set mine, and for the race would yield 

That consecrated head sweet love hath crowned ! " 

JULY. 

" Dearer and dearer grows he ; closelier still 
Cling our thrilled fingers when we part at eve ; 
And clearer grows his great soul, like the sea 
On windless summer days, when purples, blues, 
And faint sweet roses show the glorified 
Cloud-shadows on its breast, white, swift transfused 
To rapturous flush of colour. How his words, 
His woven rhymes, his blossoming sweet verse 
Awaken depths within me, till I stand 
Dizzy and faint, as from some sick-sweet dream, 
And half my sense of mission — of the path. 
Thorny and steep, my bleeding feet must tread — 
Fades into fair cloud-pastures. — Ah, to me 
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Temptation ever comes in some sweet guise, 

With woven verses, or with melting song, 

Or precious chord of colour, or perfume. 

Or some rare beauty of this perilous world ! 

Men babble of their titles, and their gold, 

The bending knee, the shut subservient mouth. 

The might to bind or loose, the power to take 

Love yielded not to love, — yet, what are these, 

E'en as mere sensuous joys, to one dim hour 

Of dying sunset o'er a flushing sea ; 

Or passionate throb of soul, beneath the flood 

Of music poured out by the nightingale 

'Mid moon-kissed woods in June ; or heart-thrilled 

voice 
That lowly lilts its verses, for one ear. 
And soul meets soul, through essence of itself 
That rends the fleshly vesture, till the twain. 
In highest, sweetest being, melt to one ? 
Through every fibre, every throbbing vein. 
The sweet intoxicating wine hath sped. 
And at the least tone of his loving voice 
I feel the godlike poison lessening 
All senses save of love. — My God ! my God ! 
Send down the spirit of Thy slain white Dove 
To guard and warn ; oh, save me from myself ! 
Lay Thy great ice-hand on my burning heart. 
Until it groweth cold, and clear, and still ! '* 
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AUGUST. 

" Oh, radiant flush of heather on the moor 1 

Oh, harvest anthem of the red gold wheat I 

And glory of the orchards, laden deep 

With ruddy rounding fruit ! Oh, first deep smile 

On the red lips of that Virginian vine 

That garners all the sun's thoughts in its leaves, 

And sings his passion to the autumn winds 

While borne off to the sea ! Oh, traitor heart, 

Beating so madly, like the sweet flushed world, 

Unheeding pallid faces, hungry eyes, 

And faltering wan lips — unheeding all, 

Save Natiu*e's frantic blisses, and thine own ! 

He said to-day, with that resistless look 

Of burning love in his dear earnest eyes 

That wraps me like a vesture woven of wind 

From the caressing south, and shrinks my soul 

As water in the passionate grasp of flame, 

' Dajling, why tarry we ? Our wedding day — 

Where God was priest, and all the angels sang 

The marriage-music — was it not that hour 

When, standing on the hill-top by the sea, 

Whose multitudinous billows heard our vows, 

I dared to love, and you to answer love ? 

How bindeth the gold circlet, that the world 

Sets as a symbol of two wedded souls, 

Unless the rare gold ring of tuned lives, 

Welded to circle of eternity, 

E 
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Hath bound the hearts, as their gold ring the hand ? 
Yet, since the world will have it so, and we 
Care not to cross its customs, come to me 
In all due semblance. Oh, my heart of hearts. 
Tell me the crowned day that shall make you mine. 
Mine in the world's sight, as mine now in God's ! ' 
And I, for a brief time-spell, answered not. 
But lay within his arms : the intense fire 
That burned my heart clave like an icy hand 
Unto my pale mute mouth, and every nerve 
Seemed as it were asleep. Then faltered I, 

* But, if I wed you, and the summons come, 
Even on the day — even at the very door, — 
And I, the new love-fetter on my hand, 
Must turn away and follow bitterly 

That old old love?' * You could not !' he burst 
forth ; 

* Shadows you worship, and a shadow faith 
Hold you to dim the sunlight ! Oh, mine own. 
Doth love of all our brothers counsel you 

To live a loveless life ? Doth your faith teach 
That God, called Love, hath slain love in each 

heart, 
And chosen you, my darling, but to add 
One tragic episode to His great book, 
Called Legends of the Saints — that demon scroll 
That hallows sin and basest cruelty, 
And consecrates forsaking of all ties, 
Breaking all bonds, trampling on kindred hearts^ 
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And making this fair world one charnel-house 
Of dead and dying loves ? Oh, dearest heart, 
Dream not of any summons from my side ! ' 
And, borne along by his overwhelming words, 
I yielded once again." . . . 

" Christ's handmaiden ! 
Alas, what doth she with Love's burning bliss, 
Who should be cold and pure as moon-kissed snow ? 
I dare not look behind ; I dare not press 
One footstep forward : on this space of time 
I trembling stand, as with a precipice 
Yawning on either hand. My God I my God 1 
If Thou indeed art mightiest everywhere, 
Hast Thou not led me here ? Perchance this cup. 
Held to my longing lips by Love's own hand, 
Must be drunk deep, that heart of mine may know 
One fiercer pang, and so learn piteousness 
In deeper measure, for all suffering souls. 
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A PENITENT, 

RONDEAU. 

Somewhere, somehow, in some lone place, 
I smote Love on his pleading face, 
So wax but sadder day by day, 
Nor dare to that sweet lord to pray ; 
For no fair hours that interlace 
The snow and flowers in one embrace 
E'er yield me guerdon, gift or grace ; 
Lost are the joys of lyre and lay 

Somewhere, somehow. 

One wild hope spurs me on to trace 
His blessed footsteps, in the race 
Along life's haunted thorny way. 
That once was flowerful as May, — 
That Love will deign that blow efface 

Somewhere, somehow ! 
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DREA MS EE KING, 

RONDEL. 

In dreams I chase her flying feet 
Across sleep's mystic height ; 

Intense! grows each thrilled heart-beat, 
As we speed through the night. 

" Oh, stay, dear heart ! " my lips repeat ; 

She waneth to my sight — 
In dreams I chase her flying feet 

Across sleep's mystic height. 

She speedeth on with steps more fleet, 

A star, lost in the light 
Of dawning day, rose-red and sweet. 

That slays my vision white : 
In dreams I chase her flying feet 

Across sleep's mystic height 
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AT RICHBOROUGH CASTLE. 

It stands amid the cornfields haughtily — 
Those wind-stirred wonderful cornfields, cool and 

green, 
Whose phantom waters, sunlit and opaline, 

Comfort the castle that hath lost the sea ; 

And deep within its strong heart, where no tree, 
Or herb, or com may blossom, lies serene 
The great cross fashioned by Saint Augustine, 

Guarding the Roman guardian, Christ, for Thee ! 

Dreaming, I stood upon its broken wall. 
And, " Lord,'* my thrilled soul pleaded, " let Thine 
hand 
Set on my life Thy dear cross carven clear. 
That when at last Thy servant Death draws near. 
And leads my shrinking life to his dim land, 
That cross may show me Thine, though least of all ! " 
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MY LOVE. 

The dear God sat on His golden throne, 

With the stars around His feet, 
And they sang, in a speech to earth unknown, 

A wonderful song, and sweet : 

" Fulfil the lives that are ours to bless 

With the glory and gleam of Thee, 
That still, through Thy deathless tenderness. 

Earth-roses like stars may be ! " 

But one soft voice 'mid the chorus now 

Grew silent, and God looked down. 
And saw that its light on a darkened brow 

Fell glorious like a crown. 

And knew the love (that had stilled its song) 

For the lonely one below 3 
And He said, "My star, be thou sweet, and strong, 

For an earth-life thou must know ! " 
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He laid His hand on the throbbing bght 
With a blessing beyond all speech, 

And softly adown the azure height, 
Beyond my power to reach, 

The sweet star fell, and a white rose grew 
For the yearning life it blest : 

Dear heart, my soul in thy beauty knew 
That star the dear God caressed. 
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A WISH. 

If my soul were but a song, dear, 
And thine own a gold-stringed l)rre 

That my yearning heart could play on, 
Till it thrilled with my desire, 

I would kiss its strings to answer 
Love for love the sweet year long, 

Till our lives grew one soft music, 
Wed to words sublime and strong ! 
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A POETS DEATH, 

(CHATTERTON. AUGUST, 1770.) 

I FEEL death's shadow creeping very near ; 
Yea, my dim eyes, grown blind to earthly sights, 
Can clearly see his form approaching me 
With passionless slow steps. 

[Taking a small phial out of his pocket, and 
gazing at it attentively. 

In this small space 
Behold the conqueror of the world lies chained ! 
One turn of my weak fingers, and he falls 
Harmless beneath my feet : one sip, and I 
Am crushed beneath his might. 

\Looks round suspiciously, then with a sigh of 
relief. 

Yes, I am safe 
From human interference, and dare pause 
And gaze deep down in this thing's eyes, and know 
The peace and solace which lie hidden there, 
Then turn, if the mood take me, back to life. 
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But well I know it will not ! I shall die ! 

And when the prying dull mean world has mused 

O'er my long silence ; loosed its croaking tongue, 

And prated glibly possibilities 

Of life or death, behind my fast-locked door ; 

And gazed with sharp malicious eyes at all. 

To note if bare boards whisper tale of crime — 

Then will it summon courage, and, with pomp 

Of so-called justice, break the bars, and gloat 

Its eyes upon me, lying motionless, 

At last beyond its torments ! 

\Putttng the phial back. 
Little friend. 
Rest there until I need thee ; thou art mine — 
Mine ! mine ! my very own ! My will is thine, 
And thou alone canst help me. 

Ah, how strange ! 
In this one hour my whole life surges back, 
An ever-changing picture in one frame : — 
I see the city of my childish years. 
Smoke-shrouded from the dear blue heaven's smile ; 
And, like a star in night»tide's dusky hair, 
The beautiful sad monument that lives 
(Arfs tender light upon its carven brow) 
To whisper of that golden age gone by. 
When genius was a mighty power, and gift 
Prized high by noble hearts, and held supreme 
Above the sea of popular low minds. 
Did it not murmur of old Rowley's fame ? 
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And high-souled Canynge ? Ella, with bright hair. 

And all the majesty of fairest dreams, 

When poetry was truth, life worth the pain ? 

Oh, calm fair Redcliffe, would that I had died 

Beneath thy holy shadow in my youth ! 

When art seemed grand, and hope reality, 

And God a living presence, not a dream. 

Or, if He live, then but a cursing fiend ! 

Oh, musical slow Avon, when I sang 

Amid thy lilies and forget-me-nots 

Hadst thou no plashing waves to cover me 

And hide me from myself? — My mother's face 

Steals nearer — like a silver mist at eve 

Before my fevered eyes. She loves me still — 

Ah, God, the only one in this wide world 

Who wastes a thought on me ! Can I return, 

A beggar, to her sight ? I, who made boast 

Of wealth, and happiness, and swift renown. 

And true acknowledgment, and dawning fame 

Which crowned me here ? No ! better that I lie 

A rigid corpse, a mere unthinking lump 

Of soul-less clay, before her anguished face. 

She can but pity then, and weep perchance ; 

But now, did I return, how would she scorn 

The coward boy who feigned himself a man. 

And held for truth all mere unthinking words 

Men spoke to him in jest, to free themselves 

Of his wild petulant spirit ! — Am I mad ? 

This utter strangeness, this swift giddiness 
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That whirls my swooning brain in its sharp hands, 

And tortures it to frenzy, what is it ? 

The world flies round ; the stars seem dropping down 

Until their hot faint fires bum through my brow ; 

A dull harsh murmur hisses in my ears ; 

My nerveless fingers clutch the magic tube 

In which death lurks. How sweet death looks to me ! 

And yet I tremble. One swift draught, and I 

Shall feel no more : shall be at rest — at rest. 

[Empties the contents of the phial into a glass ^ 
with trembling fingers, and hastily swallows 
it : then falls hack with closed eyes, but in 
a few seconds springs up again, and speaks 
in a low voice, gradually rising in intensity. 
\ amz, genius ! The immortal gods 
Have poured their spirit deep into my soul, 
And wakened me unto a higher life 
Than these mean hearts around me : not the gods 
Of puling Christians, with their meek false tongues 
Preaching humility, yet acting pride 
Beyond a pagan^s dreaming. No ! these gods 
Hold no control o'er me ! Almighty Zeus, 
Swift fiery Dionysos, love-enwreathed 
Foam-blossoming Aphrodite, and the pure 
Athend, calm, fair, holy, passionless, — 
These deathless gods I worship ! As a creed. 
Their sweet faith has died out ; but, as a truth, 
Their glorious forms dwell ever in each soul 
While poetry hath life. Oh, foam-crowned queen, 
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With all the snow-breasts of the ocean-waves 
Breaking in passionate enwreathen pearls 
Around thy flowerlike form — with keen desire. 
And deathless longing into anguish turned, 
And all men's hearts swift springing unto thee 
In fiery gleam of passion ; with all strife 
(The sharp deep sting of loving, turned to strife) 
And half-quenched words, and musical low sighs. 
And flutterings of worship, madness-barbed. 
Bound as a fillet round thy fragrant hair — 
Oh, goddess, beautiful beyond a dream ! 
Swift as the east wind, fetterless and sharp — 
Sweep o'er my saddened soul, and flush to life 
The faded blooms of loving in its depths ; 
Take it, and whirl it in thy circling hands, 
Slow rocking like blown waves ; bear it aloft 
Till it grow frenzied with the wild sweet wine 
Of gazing in thine eyes, and drinking there 
Love, madness, death, indissolubly linked, 
And mingled in one draught ! — I see no more, 
Mine eyes are darkened ; but a fragrant breath 
Floats round me like a shadow, and the low 
Sweet lulling music of the dreamy sea 
Enwraps my swooning spirit, while a flash 
Of golden-blossomed bells fades into mist — 
Those gold Greek blooms ! those rapturous gold 

blooms. 
Binding the sacred azure of her robe. 
Come near me ! — ^nearer yet ! Is this thy breath ? 
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Oh, sweeter than the purple violets 
That grow Spring-fresh by Avon 1 oh, more soft 
Than wild west breezes curling the blue waves 
Against the faint green shore ! oh, more desired 
Than summer by the red heart of the rose ! 
Do thy lips meet mine ? Was that fiery bliss 
That flushed my soul to rapture with a kiss 
Of fi-agrant clinging sweetness, was it thine ? 
Oh, queen ! oh, goddess ! draw me nearer yet — 
I languish for thy presence ! Sweeter thou 
Than rosy-flowered larches, offering 
Their crimson lips to the enamoured sun. 
Oh, fold thine arms around me, and gaze deep, 
With thy life-yielding eyes, in my dim soul, 
Whence fleet-winged visions rise beneath thy glance 
To fuller flight than passionate green flame 
Of budding chestnut breaking into bliss 
From the close-clasping of its silver sheath 
Beneath the bold-eyed passion of Spring air. 
Oh, sweetest, I can feel thy white soft arms 
Enwrap me close, and thy dim cloudy hair. 
With purple-black deep shadows, cover me. 
And hide me from the world. — Oh, love 1 love ! 

love! 
Divine fair Aphrodite, I am thine. 

\FaU5 back, and remains silent for a few mo- 
ments, then springs up, clutching wildly at 
the air. 
Ha, traitress ! With thy stinging serpent mouth 
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What poison hast thou breathed in my hot veins ? 
She tears me with her coiling hands of steel, 
Stifling my life, and choking back the air. 
Ah, horrible grim death 1 art thou like this ? 

Alas, — my mother I Oh, God — save me ! — I 

\Falls hack again^ with a rattling sound in his 
throaty and dies. 
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IN ME MORI AM. 

FEBRUARY, 1 883. 

Our love, our love, is dead I 
Quiet he lowly lies — 
Closed those clear eyes, that swept the skies. 
And drew from them star-music, sweet and grand. 
Bowed is that stately head. 
Uncrowned, yet king of all hearts, great and small ; 
Our master, yea the master of ye all ! 
Come ye with reverent tread, 
And flowers in your hand 
Alas, alas 1 our love, our love is dead ! 

He cannot hear us, though we sing his praise 
Full-throated, and full-hearted, through all days 

That be 'twixt us and death. Alas, alas ! 
The glory and the beauty of all things. 
Have they not left us on swift sable wings. 

Now he, our love, is dead ! 
Sad songs wherein we sang him— ^words we said 

F 
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Broke ere our lips spake, into silence fell : 
Alas ! can song or word heart-anguish tell ? 
Yet it is well with him ! Ah yes, 'tis well ! 

With us the heart-break, but with him the peace ; 

With us the sorrow that knows no surcease ; 
With us the sobbing of the funeral hymn ; 
With him — ah, what with him ? 

We may not answer to love's full content. 
Since life shall taste not of death's sacrament, 
Yet our heart-pilgrims, very sad, and sore. 
May pierce, perchance, the dark tear-stained door 
That parts crowned life from life ungarlanded, 
And bear us, faltering back, 

A light from that dead face. 
That nowise we may lack 
The sacramental grace 
A great soul giveth to its resting-place ! 

Hath it not litten, when sweet song fulfilled 
The listening air, that dear dead face ? and now, 
Behold, a new light gleameth from the brow 
Set round with death's pale flowers, evermore 
Grown paler that he wore them : song is stilled 
In those dear lips, yet waxeth the air thrilled 
With unheard melodies, from that far shore 
Occult, unsoughten, very dim with tears ; 
In dreams he heard them, and perchance he hears 
The weird sweet music of the circling spheres 
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Where spirit unto spirit harpeth clear, 

All shadow of sense and flesh, all strife and fear 

Swift riven away, sun-smittea 

Year by year, 
The flower of life he gave 
Shall seed on mightily. 
Until above his grave 
Blossoms a stately tree, 
That stretches from earth's highest peak unto her 
deepest sea ! 

Our love, our love is dead ! 
Alas, sweet words and proud, 

To sweeter music wed. 
How can they comfort, how make death seem fair ? 
Behold, our hearts are bowed ! 

Not the black circled hair — 
Nay, not the tear-marred faces watching there. 

Show fitly our despair ; 
The very spirit within us, the very soul 
Swoons, and a bitter wave doth o'er us roll — 

Our love, our love, is dead ! 

Seek not to solace, care not to reply ; 

Perchance the rhythmic seasons, dancing by, 
May yield surcease of anguish, on some day 
Far off, undreamed of; but for now, we pray 
Leave us a space : our life hath had its May — 
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Its springtide brimmed with glory, 

Its crocus chalices, 
Its wondrous flower story ; 
Its gorgeous palaces, 
Wherein the snowdrops rang clear chimes, 
And scillas wove their blue sweet rhymes. 
And daffodils all golden. 

And kingcups all aflame, 
The cool grass held enfolden : 
Ah, nevermore the same 
These small sweet things shall come and go, with 

lyric dancing feet, 
For he who wrought them into song, our sobbing 

hearts repeat. 
Hath left, of all his flower of life, but shadow — but a 

name ! 
Alas, our master hath gone home I how can they be 
the same ? 

The glory of the springtide 

Is set to minor wail : 
Hath not the music's king died ? 
Like an unfinished tale. 
Or broken ballad, or poor unstrung lute, 
Or blinded eye, or clear young voice grown mute, 
Or song that fails in some swift-smitten flute. 
So doth the joy diminish. 

So grows life incomplete, 
Or e'er the spring can finish 
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Her mystic script and sweet ; 
A wild weird wail ariseth, that all the stars repeat ! 

Yet, is it well with him ? ah, is it well ? 

Above the anguish, were it strong as hell, 
That cry despairing rings. Where goeth he 
When warm life's pulsing feet touch death's cold sea ? 

And whither spirit fareth, may not fare 

Sense, torn from its embrace, left lonely there, 
And blinded, and amazed, with maddened cries 
Calling on gods, behind the close-locked skies ? — 
Alas ! alas 1 darkness fulfils our eyes ! 

We may not hear, we cannot know. 
Whereto our master and lord doth go. 
Is it vengeance, or love, that wills it so ? 
What answer breaketh 
From spirits dead ? 
The faint soul maketh 
(By dim dreams fed) 
A faith that hath bridged the farthest star. 
And built a home where the dear dead are, 
But knowledge, alas, doth the vision mar ! 
In vain ! In vain ! In vain ! 

Darkness is still supreme ; 
Again, and yet again. 
The fair dreams that we dream 
Are shattered in truth's crucible, or drowned in life's 
deep stream. 
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If it be well or ill we may not know ; 
Into the darkness every soul must go : 
We hope, we trust, we passionately pray, 

Yet not one ray 
From any Paradise, from any goal, 
The shivering human soul 
Hath sought with bitter strife, and scathing tears, 
Retumeth to us, through the dark sad years. 

Turn we away a space 

From our dead love : alas, 
That calm immortal face 
Doth follow us apace ! 

Yet let our thrilled thought pass 
To those sweet souls he set 

Within the mystic ring 
Of music, sweeter yet 

Than any dreamed-of thing ! 
And list to Els20|S woe, and swan-borne Lohengrin ! 
See the knight's staff aflame 

With pardon's red rose flowers ; 
Catch the sweet sainted name 

That ever fitly dowers 
Elizabeth, white-souled, sweetest of all sweet powers; 
Watch Senta spinning fate, 

Briinhild^, fire-enwrought — 
The sad king desolate, 

With woe and pain distraught, 
Healed by the mighty ruth young Parsifal hath brought. 
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The long procession he hath shadowed forth, 
The heroes and the martyrs of the North, 
Sweeps by, and leaves us — leaves us desolate, — 

Our love ! our love is dead ! 
Comfort there is not— sobbing still we wait, 

Till sunrise, sweet and red. 
Shall smite the shadows with her golden spear, 
And through the waking morrow strong and clear 
Our Master's voice shall greet us. 



Vision-sped, 
Thought, winged by wild desire, 

Hath cleft the veiling blue. 
And 'mid the sunset's fire 
Hath carved sweet dawn anew — 
The dawn that lives in dreams, the dawn no soul e'er 

knew. 
Save in the plumed pride. 

Of some divine mad day, 
When heaven opened wide 
Its star-strewn jewelled way. 
Alas ! alas ! alas ! such dreams have fied for aye ! 

Our love, our love, is dead ! 

That bitterest refrain 
To all our voice hath said. 

Rolls back, rolls back again ! 
Our master, and our love, has left us to our pain. 
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Leave we to him his peace, 
Won from majestic strife ; 
Leave we to him surcease 
Of toil, of strain, of life ; 
And haste we to our work, where care and tears are 
rife! 



Ever the more divine 

Life-music rolls, 
Swelled by the chorus fine 

Of singing souls : 
Higher, and higher still, 

Star-ladders reach, 
Borne by the strength of will 

Such sweet souls teach : 
So may our failing feet 

Find firmer hold. 
As our wan lips repeat 

Rhythms all gold ; 
'Till some day, queen of all 

Fair days that be. 
Our litten spirits call, 

" Lo ! it is He ! 
Christ, fierce Death's conqueror. 

Life-garlanded ! " 
And we weep nevermore 

For our loves dead ! 
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A WITNESS. 

Wild and eerie was the night, 
And the snow fell thick and white, 
And across the moaning sea 
Sped the spirits wearily ; 
And the north wind from the moor 
Railed and rattled at the door ; 
And against the window-pane 
Smote the bitter hail and rain. 

Wild and eerie was the night. 
But the fire within burned bright. 
And my mother span apace, 
With the red light on her face ; 
And my father, as he sat, 
Slowly stroked the purring cat, 
AVhile she lay upon my knee ; — 
For no fear or care had we. 

Wild and eerie was the night. 
Yet no cause had we for fright ; 
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And the moaning of the sea 
Seemed a cradle-song to me ; 
And the loose wind-rattled pane, 
Smitten sharply by the rain, 
But a playmate singing low. 
Not the harbinger of woe. 

Wild and eerie was the night, 
Yet in Mary's blessed sight 
Darkest night is clear as day ; 
And the sweet saints ever pray 
To the dear Lord on His throne. 
When the nights are dark and lone,— 
So our priest said constantly. 
And his word seemed truth to me. 

Wild and eerie was the night, 
Yet the faint and chequered light 
Of the log-fire, cast athwart 
Wheel and worker, subtly wrought 
From the old forms that I knew 
Visions strange, and weird, and new, 
'Till I slept the young child's sleep- 
Dreamless, visionless, and deep. 



Sudden woke I, with a start, 
And a cold fear at my heart. 



A WITNESS. 75 

Through the clamour at the pane 
Came a sound that was not rain, 
Wind, or hail, or storm, or sea, 
But a deadlier enemy ! 
With a crash, the fast-barred door 
At my feet fell, on the floor ! 

Three men, through the open space, 
Rushed into our dwelling-place ; 
Seized my father by the hair. 
While my mother, in despair, 
Strove to shield him with her breast 
God ! how can I tell the rest ? 
Swift they dragged him from our sight. 
Out into the fearful night ! 

Never, while I live, shall I 

Lose the utter misery 

Of my mother's maddened eyes ! 

Always to my ears will rise 

Her despairing shriek, as they 

Tore him from her arms away — 

Bleeding, wounded, scarce alive ; 

How should one with three men strive ? 

Out into that awful night 
Rushed they, from her tortured sight. 
For an instant, with shrill groan, 
Sank she fainting, cold as stone ; 
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But full soon her face flushed red : 

" Hear that sound, my child ! " she said ; 

" *Tis your father's dying cry, 

As they murder him hard-by ! 

" When he's dead (heed carefully 
What I say ; ah, woe is me ! 
Father's blood and mother's tears 
Yield you strength beyond your years !) 
Then will come my turn to die. 
(Darling listen heedfully) 
In yon cupboard must you hide ; 
By the small crack in its side 

" Set your face, where you can see 
All the bitter tragedy. 
I will struggle as I may. 
See, the fire is bright as day ; " — 
Here she flung logs fresh and dry. 
And the fire blazed clear and high — 
" In this light your eyes can scan 
Face and form of every man." 

Then she set me in my place, 
With a smile on her wan face ; 
And she kissed me, held me near 
Her poor heart, till I could hear 
Its swift beats ; and then she said, 
** Help will come when I am dead ; 
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And, my child, your voice must be 
Raised to tell the truth for me. 

"At each face, look well, my own ; 

Never think you are alone ; 

See, I lay upon your knee 

Pussy for sweet company. 

Very soon the sun will rise," 

(Oh, the anguish of her eyes !) 

" Then, my darling, you will tell 

What you saw. Watch well ! watch well ! " 

As she kissed me, last of all, 
Said she : " Let no whisper fall 
From your lips, but silently 
Heed whate'er you hear or see." 
Hasty footsteps filled the place ; 
Muttered curses fell apace ; 
Back the murderers had sped. 
God ! and was my father dead ? 

Lurid flashed the new-fed fire, 
Springing upwards, brighter, higher— 
On her white face as she strove, 
Strong in vengeance and in love, 
'Gainst those red knives, dripping wet 
With my father's life-blood yet. 
Oh, my God ! I know not well 
How time sped ! At last she fell ! 
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Stricken through and through again, 
With no feeling left but pain, 
She had striven that each man 
Well her child might note and scan 
Think you I forget those three ? 
Not till life forgetteth me ! 
Silent watched I till they fled, 
Then I crept out to the dead, 

And ye found me. Here I stand, 
God's own book within my hand : 
In His awful sight I swear 
That the murderers stand there ! 
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CLOUD'FARING. 

Afar the gold cloud-gates were set 
Wide open, for the sun to fare 

f Mid crimson, sapphire, violet) 
To his fire-palace burning there, 
While sweet thrilled colour brimmed the air 

And in the cooler stretch of sky 
Laid opposite — one dim dream-blue, — 

A faint white moon stole silverly 
Th' invisible star-pilgrims through, 
And whispered song her footsteps drew 

From rippled evening air. Ah sweet, 
Ah mystical rapt blessedness. 

Wherein my weary stumbling feet 
Lost count of wound, and toil, and stress. 
And all things met in one caress ! 
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Til slowly, yet as some grand song 
The master wrote in dear days dead, 

A swift wind sprang up, fresh and strong, 
And as it blew, bright flowers, red 
And sweet as sunrise, blossomed. 

And where had frowned a thorn, behold 
The passionate roses blushed and burned ! 

And dafifodils shed soft spring-gold — 
And Love's sunflowers fiercely turned 
Sunward their sleepless eyes, that yearned 

For joy that dwelt beyond their spheres, 
Crown-fashion wrought from intense fire, 

Alas ! what mortal hath such ears 
He heareth what the flowers desire — 
Unsmitten strings of God's great lyre ? 

Yet, if so be a poet smite. 

With loving fingers, these sweet strings, 

He findeth all a world's delight — 
He heareth sweep of angels* wings, 
And leameth inexpressible things. 

But unto him who draweth nigh 

This music, must the world grow dumb j 

Its ways forgotten utterly. 
Ye laugh ! yet all times are there some 
To whom world-hunger hath not come, — 
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To whom the sunset's gold is more 
Than hoarded wealth or gilded hall, — 

For whom the wind bears rarer lore 
Than those men set on high, and call 
Their kings, and lords, majestical, — 

To whom the silent poems hid 
In flushing petal, deftly wrought, 

Or green curled vine that trails unbid, 
Yield sweeter music to sweet thought 
Than notes a crowned king's gold hath bought. 

Lo ! while I faltered, sudden stole 

A hand within my hand, and I 
Knew what the wind spake, whither roll 

The waves that fall back suddenly. 

And all the dumb earth's mystery. 

And swift before my face stood twain, 
And in their hands my wan life lay. 

He tossed it to her, all disdain ; 
She laughed a laugh as sweet as May 
When white it strews the woodland way. 

And held it from her, and askance 

Flung it to him, who laid it low ; 
And — if 'twere malice, or mischance, 

Or scoffing god who bid it so — 

Their dancing feet o'er it did go. 
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Then he spake softly (fresh and clear 
His voice, as lark that nears the blue), 

" Hath love like hers found any peer, 
Or aught so sweet, the whole world through ? " 
A scornful glance she laughing threw 

At him, and with a slender hand 
She gathered from her eyes her hair, 

So gold and bright, each gleaming strand 
The sun had kissed ! Oh, more than fair, 
And all a goddess, shone she there ! 

" Yea," answered she, " her love is sweet ! 
Small wonder it hath found no peer ! 

A thought, when joy grows incomplete, — 
A kiss, when no lips else are near, — 
Such love, indeed, is sweet, and dear ! 

" She loves a love that loves not her — 
A love ..." " Nay," sighed he, wistfully, 

" What if she others' joy prefer. 
And giveth tear, and yearning sigh, 
So love be fain of bliss thereby 1 " 

" Not so," quoth she, and, spurning, cast 
My faint life (that yet seemed not me) 

Away from her. " What if at last 
I tear the mask that pleasured thee. 
And love prove basest treachery ? " 
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He turned, and his divine sad eyes 

Went through my scorned life, aad drew 

The very thought-flowers that rise 
Through dreams' unconscious star-sown blue — 
Yea, to the deepest depths, he knew 

The unlitten mine, where all supreme. 

My god upon his altar shone ; 
Darkness in all save one bright gleam. 

Wherein his face blazed forth alone, — 

All else unhewn uncarven stone. 

And there my wan life trembling lay. 
With dumb eyes raised undimmed by tears ; 

And Love laid hands on her ; ** I pray 
She refuge find from scathing fears, 
And thirst unslaked through dead dim years ! " 

Oh, like the lilt of April rain 

His low voice fell, most sweet and rare ; 
E'en her pwoud face grew soft again 

Amid the gold cloud of her hair : 

^* And I, too, bid her not despair !^" 

Came quickly from her red sweet mouth, 
A Syrian anemone. 

Red with the rapture of the South ; 
A flushed cup open wide, to be 
Brimmed with the sharp wine of the sea ! 
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Then Love stretched forth his strong right hand, 
And caught her slim one, and they passed 

Away to his own blessed land, 
His radiant shadow o'er her cast ; 
The twain full reconciled at last 

Perchance, to ye who live alone 
The crowded outer life of days, 

Nor feel the spirit Love hath strown 
O'er speechless things in myriad ways^ 
My words may seem nor worthy praise. 

Nor winning aught save mockery, 

Since that I merest shadows hold 
For spirits stronger far than ye 

Find in your strife for power or gold. 

Or hideous worships manifold. 

Press on ! your kingdom is not mine : 
My native land the white clouds hide ; 

My king is Love, the all divine ; 
My paradise, sun-glorified. 
Is to be only by his side. 

Keep ye yoiir kingdom ; keep your gold ; 

And leave my shadows unto me ; 
Yon mountains stretching fold on fold — 

Th' infinite smile of Love's blue sea — . 

What joy of these fair things have ye ? 
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None ! none 1 poor fools and blind ! but I, 
With no gold pieces or renown, 

Possess the sapphire plains of sky, 

The mountains, and the stars that crown 
Life's moorland stretches, bare and brown. 

Pass by ! pass by ! — the world may pass 
On swiftly, to the dim dark grave ; 

Behold, doth not the green cool grass 
(Love's whisper to my heart) fresh wave 
Above me ? Lo i 'tis all I crave ! 
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A MARKET-PLACE, 

" Sweet day, that, like a flushed red rose. 
Hath fragrance flung o'er land andi sea, 

Shall she who the long vigil knows 
Or help or com-fort gain of thee ? 

What gift hast thou ? what grace for her. 

Who waits the tarrying comforter ? " 

A faint low wind fulfilled the air, 
And curled the little waves, and sped 

Across the distance, purpling fair. 
Whereon red heather blossomed ; 

And, lover's lilting laugh content. 

That wind for only answer sent I 

Then turned I to the market-place — 
Quaint carven mediaeval dream — 

Where fiend and saint stood face to face. 
And joyous company did seem : 

Saints carven smiled in marble ; yea. 

And scofling fiends clasped hands to pray ! 
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And there was hasting to and fro, 

And merchants, vaunting of theij wares ; 

And maidens, fair as drifted snow; 

And matrons, filled with household cares ; 

And folk who, having naught to do, 

Went peeping others' windows through ! 

But in the midst, a proud pale face. 
With calm eyes gazing far away. 

And hair that seemed to light the place 
And glorify that red-rose day ; 

White raiment stoled her, as she stood 

Alone amidst that multitude. 



So had she been, since the last star 
Sank sightless in the lightening blue ; 

And proud she seemed, and cold, and far 
From all the wooing that men knew ; 

And those sage souls who lived on shame 

Were busy buzzing with her name. 

But as the day waxed ruddier gold. 
Sir Lancelot, gleaming, flashed thereby, 

" Sweetheart,*' quoth he, " count me not bold, 
If I to win thy pleasure try ; 

With gems FU crown that sweet gold head." 

" I wait for him/' was all she said. 
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But such a proud glad light sprang forth 
From her calm eyes, the knight fell back ; 

•Twas like th' aurora of the north, 

That sudden shows the white bear's track. 

And o^er the traveller falls sore fright 

At sudden marvel of that light ! 



At noon a cowled priestly throng 
Passed, bearing high the sacred host, 

With broidered banner, low weird song, 
Sweet scents, and all that woos men most 

To leave earth's shadowy paths of sense 

That end in curse and abstinence ! 

" My child, the Mother grant thee grace 
To choose the small strait way divine i 
Methinks thou hast her very face, 

Wherein God's peace most fair doth shine- 
See, daughter, Mary opes the gate." 
She smiled, and whispered low, " I wait ! " 

And her sweet eyes, so clear and true. 

No shadow in their sunlit grey. 
Looked that pale priest serenely through, 

Till, sighing sore, he turned away. 
With murmured prayer, " Sweet Mary make 
Thy soul her own, for Jesus' sake 1 " 
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At twilight came, fiill loud of voice. 

And scant of courtesy, I ween, 
A rabble rout : ^' Girl, take thy choice 

Of king to match such beauteous queen ! " 
Her look passed slowly o'er the throng : 
^* I wait," she said, " till evensong ! " 

But nearer pressed they : " Wherefore wait 

Alone in the lone market-place ? 
We, that might take thee, supplicate 

For that within our grasp, as grace ! " 
" Yet he will come," she proudly said ; 
" I wait for him, alive or dead ! " 

Then one (accursed, sure, of Love) 
Laid daring hand on her gold hair ; 

Short triumph his — an iron glove 
Set silence on his sore lips there .! 

And, standing by the maiden's side, 

Behold their prince, full wrathful-eyed ! 

" Ah, fools, and blind ! " fierce shouted he ; 

" No God ye know, no king ye own. 
Unless some tinsel crown there be 

Wreathed round his brow ! Well have ye shown 
Your wisdom ! cowards every way — 
Yet is God strong as hell to-day ! " 
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Then turned he, and his scornful face 
Grew soft and tender, as he bent 

(In sight of all the market-place) 
Before the maiden, and content 

Set his gold crown upon her head^ 

And stood there, proud, ungarlanded. 

And she, her fair face flower-wise 
One red-rose flush, laid hand in his. 

And with a strange light in her eyes. 
Well-read of him who loved, I wis, 

Said softly, " Sweet it was to wait 

For Love who comes or soon or late ! " 



Then passed they down the quiet street, 
A chequered path of moon and shade. 

Wherein the rhythm of their feet 
Low music 'mid the silence made — 

For all that loud-voiced folk had gone, 

Like mist the sun hath frowned upon ! 

But lo I what ailed the market-place ? 

Its saints and sinners, carven quaint, 
Seemed dancing — leaping — giving chase- 

And here a grim fiend kissed a saint. 
And there some priestly tonsured head 
A laughing maiden garlanded 1 
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And strange weird voices brimmed the air — 
" The wind," ye say, " from off the sea " ? 

With bitter curses, like despair — 

" Nought else," ye scoff, " save fantasy " ? 

Perchance ! Who knoweth if our dreams 

Are lies, or truth's own broken gleams ? 

And from the purpling steadfast hills 
There came a solemn music down, 

As a grand organ's voice fulfils 
The echoing streets of some old town ; 

While from the curled waves of the sea 

Arose one deep sweet symphony. 

Yea, all fair things grew glad, and spake 
Their gladness out in myriad ways — 

The little birds sang, half awake, 
A wild fresh song of summer days ; 

And in the stirred hearts of the twain 

Joy grew so sharp ^twas almost pain 1 
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A DREAM. 

In some dim land, lit by no moon or star, 

And lonely, where but mountainous shadows are, 

I lost myself, and wandered far — so far ! 

So far that, looking backwards, I could see 
Wan yellow light where our gold sun should be, 
And still on either hand a sobbing sea 

Which I had crossed, I knew not how or when : 
No sail was nigh, no boat within my ken. 
Apart I stood from all the ways of men. 

I turned, and dimly could afar discern 

A smothered light, that redly strove to burn. 

Most like a half-quenched fire the proud flames spurn. 

My heart sprang up, and hastily I went 

Across the wet sands where the waves had spent 

Their sullen sorrow, and dull discontent, 
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Until, foot-weary, to the gate I came 

Of some vast city ; if it had a name 

I knew not — it brought joy to me the same. 

But ever, as I passed the lonely ways, 
I gazed around, as one who inly prays, 
Yet ** Save me from myself I " is all he says. 

So I, " Where is my home ? Alas, no rest 
I find, but sobbing sea, and sighing breast, 
And wind that wails from east to sullen west ! " 

Then sudden wind and sea were overpassed 
By some sweet thrilling music, that was cast 
Across my spirit, from a palace vast 

That rose, one carven smile, above the street ; 
And fair doors opened, and a rush of feet 
Passed through, and vanished, ere my word could 
meet 

The thought that thrilled : " Is home like unto this ? 
Who seeks a hovel, would be fain, I wis. 
To know a palace his, nor would he miss 

" The gift for asking I " And full loud it spake. 
That thought within my soul. And now 'gan wake 
A tumult in the street ; like storms that break 
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Upon a rock-bound coast, and tear away 
The flowers that made it sweet until that day, 
Though few and faint they were, and salt with spray — 

So this loud clangour tore the veil atwain 
That music deftly wove across roy brain, 
And once more my sad spirit woke to pain : 

And horror clung about me, and despair ; 
Medusa's writhing serpents bound my hair, 
And naked swords flew round me everywhere ; 

And fire-tongues hissed their warnings in my ear ; 
And dead hands coldly clasped me close and near ; 
And dead eyes, loathly dim, in mine did peer. 

I rushed, doom-driven, up the marble stair 

That led into the fragrant lighted air 

Of that fair palace, and one met me there — 

One clad in dawn's own splendour, with a crown 

Of dewy roses on his curled head brown ; 

And sweet eyes, and white brow, unknown of frown : 

" Will you go join the revellers ? " quoth he, 

With words whose tone seemed a caress to me ; 

" They wait for you, methinks ; draw nigh, and see ! " 



1 
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^' Home ! home ! " I cried : " I pray you show me 

where." 
•** Yea," murmured he, " behold, is home not there ? " 
And drew aside the curtain, red and rare : 

But lo ! the azure robes were stained and rent, 
And blood lay in the chalice, and one bent 
To greet me as I paused in wonderment. 

And he, oh horror ! was a tiger grim 1 

I turned and fled, with no more look at him ; 

And now once more was in the long street dim. 

And still the horror grew, and now again 

The path seemed hid in mist, and drifting rain : 

" Where is my home ? " I asked myself again. 

And swiftly to my ear a sound was borne. 
So sweet, so pure, it seemed the waking morn 
That called the little birds, and stirred the corn. 

And opened all the flowers' close-shut eyes. 
And set day's roses in the dim grey skies, 
And hailed the sleeping world, " Arise ! arise ! " 

And all the drifting rain fled fast away ; 

No mist was there, but radiance of white day ; 

And right before my face a great church lay. 



1 
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And open were its doors, and from afar 

I saw the altar glowing like a star, 

Rich with all gems, and flowers, that there are ; 

And glad and mighty swelled the choir's chant grand : 

" There is our home, there is our fatherland, 

In God's dear country ! On the earth's lone strand 

We wait until he calls us, hand-in-hand, 
No fear, no danger, all one holy band ! " 
I strove to hearken, and to understand 

The blessed words : I strove to cry aloud, 
And hastened to the door, and meekly bowed, 
And would have entered through the incense-cloud. 

But oh, as my tired foot the threshold passed. 
Where was the altar ? where the anthem vast 
That o'er my yearning soul such sweetness cas t ? 

A broken ruin lay around my feet : 

No priest, no people, and no music sweet 

Rose up, 'mid incense-cloud, their God to greet I 

An altar rent in twain, a shattered arch ; 
And for the jubilant music's stately march, 
A wind-wail over graves — a sound to parch 
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All prayer from my tongue : " Alas ! " I said, 

" The Church is dead, and is the white Christ dead ? " 

And, weeping bitter tears, I bowed my head. 

And on the ruined altar-steps I knelt, 
If that the unseen Master, who had dwelt 
On earth with us, and our sore anguish felt, 

Might yield me grace; "Where is my home? oh 

where ? " 
I sighed the oft-said question once more there. 
So hopeless seemed my voice, so cold and bare 

The walls that glowed before, when I had thought, 
" Alas ! God's house has oft seemed less than naught 
In happy days, yet now what joy is wrought 

" By those strong gates, by that unfaltering tread 
Of all the world towards its unseen Head, 
The army of the living and the dead/' 

Yet as I murmured hopelessly and low. 
Light shone around me in a steadfast glow, 
And flutter of fair wings as white as snow 

Drew near and nearer yet : " Oh joy ! oh bliss ! 
Has my heart-broken prayer won grace like this ? 
Ah, sweeter than the flower of our first kiss 

H 
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" Upon the lips we love ! '* Then stood by me 
A veiled form very fair, and bright to see, 
And from its lips a sound broke like the sea 

When, moon-led, still she follows, and each star 
Smiles down in her blue depths where sirens are, 
Who sing soft poems to their queen afar. 

And men dream that the ocean wakes, and sings 
To symphonies of all the silver strings 
She weaves from her swift rivers and bright 
springs. 

"The dear Lord lives," the sweet voice softly 

said; 
*' How should the spirit of all things e'er be 

dead? 
His soul to all souls evermore is wed. 

As in each soul a different flower is set. 
And myriad faces in the world are met, 
So He in endless changes reigneth yet ! 

Love is His name : thou questionest in vain, 
Still striving evermore, 'mid mist and rain. 
To reach thy home ; but now behold again 
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" The white walls rise, the garden trim and fair ! " 
No sobbing sea, no mist or cloud were there, 
But she, the girl I love, with her gold hair 

Bound with blue pansies ; and her dear eyes shone 
With light that seemed the angel's very own ! 
I looked, and lo ! we two stood there alone ! 
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A SOCIALIST'S NOTE-BOOK. 

OF DUTY. 

If one debate within himself, " \Vhat law 

Can I write clear in the heart's heart of me, 

For faithful following, not one day alone 

But all days until death : at sudden call 

Of hurrying hosts to battle, in the night, 

When weaponless, save of soul panoplied 

By rule wrought in its texture, I must stand ; 

Or when, in the cold daylight, affluent time 

Is yielded to draw sword and shoulder gun ? " 

Let him choose this : '* Whatever another needs. 

See that you take not, though the might were yours 

To pluck it easefully, and calm enjoy." 

And further ; " If you claim some precious thing, 

Care that its preciousness fray not the fringe 

Of other's poverty and lack of it" 

Yield freely unto each his right, so far 

As your dim soul may know it ; let there not 

Be any hidden chamber of the mind 
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Wherein sometimes you peer, with, " Had I strength : " 
" Would courage but have served : " " Alas, too late ! 
Perchance next time : " and such-like fripperies — 
The weak man's shield against the conscience prick, 
That comes no less ; nor can the thickest fold 
Of world-wealth, fame-fringed, or love's broideries, 
Deaden the wound, once sense of right is born. 

OF PLAIN PRACTICE. 

Sea, land, and air are all men's : they belong. 
As God's free gift to all ; an heritage 
Set for all life to live by : as the years, 
With veiled sweet faces, pass full-handed on. 
And leave, each one, some precious thing for us 
To count their steps by, gradually will dawn 
This truth in all men's hearts, and truth is love. 
And you, each one of you, however poor, 
Unhonoured, and alone, may yield your mite 
To the age's growing store : for, look with me. 
Have not all good gifts been at first unknown. 
Yea striven against as evil ? Sow the seed. 
Nor doubt 'twill break aflower, when time is full 
* • * * « 

Gaze deep in your own being : have you not 
Some little store, some hidden garnerage 
Of fruit forbidden to personal touch and taste? 
Have you not sought some vantage ground, to set 
Your tent i* th' sun, 'mid bitter wintering ? 
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Have you not revelled in art's pleasaunces 

While one, your brother, stood a-hungered 

And shivering, 'mid black blatant ugliness ? 

Dare not to preach our creed, dare not to take 

The holy name of Socialist, until 

These hidden comers — cobwebbed, dust-defiled, 

Full of all loathsomeness, more horrible 

Now the new light hath entered, to stir up 

A thousand poisonous creatures lying hid 

I' the darkness — are made clean, yea swept away ; 

So all your life, and secret soul may be 

Gazed through and through again ! 

* « « • « 

If you be man, 
Strive not to hold the woman nature down ! 
Help her to reach you, if you deem yourself 
Set higher toward the stars : stretch out your hands. 
Open your heart, pour forth your very soul, 
To help, and raise, and gladden, yea to crown — 
And lo ! ten thousand-fold will she )deld back 
In love, and reverence, and fidelity. 
Yet not for this, my brother, not for this, 
Nor any guerdon underneath the sun 
Be your deeds wrought, save, that ye seek the truth. 
And truth is love, and love is beautiful, 
And your souls thirst for beauty !-^Husbands, wives, 
Sacredest names, and sweetest, even now, 
When each day writes its tale of sin and shame, 
And hearts are crushed, and fair lives flowerless ; 
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How shall they sound supreme in coming years, 
When men and women, hand-in-hand, shall know 
Love melt in knowledge, knowledge grow to love, 
And personal joy rise pure, the crown of life, 
From sacrifice of self — nay, from self merged 
In the race's impersonal being ! — 
Oh, dear my brothers, life is very blind I 
And this our age is groping in the dark, 
Because it gazes earthward, and the stars 
Are set i* the sky above ; love lighteth them, 
Love layeth his soft hands on sightless eyes, 
And lo, they see ! and lo, they upward turn ! 
And earth grows luminous, and sunrisings 
Are not of sight alone, but of the soul ! 
« « « « « 

Know this : God's right of birth is right to live, 

For every man, 'till he hath squandered 

His portion spendthrift-wise. Before this day 

Men left their pkinest duties unto God, 

And veiled their lust of ease, and indolence, 

With, " Lo, our Father's will ! He maketh rich. 

He maketh also poor : if such things be, 

Needs must we bear them." Did they reason so 

Of the fruit, the flowers, metals, and minerals ? 

Did they say calmly, ** Lo, God maketh trees ! 

We may not cut them down for homesteading, 

We may not use them for our shipbuilding ; 

Trees He has made them, trees they must remain"? 

Did they say, too : " God laid gold in the earth, 
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And gems, and myriad precious things, so we 

Must leave them there. Did He not hide them ? So 

His will it is they should for aye be hidden " ? 

Did they not rather delve, and mine, and carve, 

Till gold was wroughten into shape, with fire 

Won from the heart of coal, — ^till trees were set 

To fly o'er the great waters, — till fruits grew 

Sun-brimmed and luscious, by sweet mingling might 

Of kind with kind, — till flowers pale and dim 

Flushed fairer than a southern sun-setting, 

Or bore sky's infinite azure in their depths ? 

Yet man, their brother, crown of living things, 

The last link of the unfolding chain we reach 

And figure God by, and grow fain of heaven, 

" He was made poor, so poor he must remain ! 

He was made ignorant, a stinging curse 

To brightening earth, and lyric-footed sea, 

Yet must not be redeemed ! all precious lore 

Must be denied him, and his unhewn coal 

Shall dare not fire his hid unwroughten gold ! 

His few sparse fruits must round not, nor be fain 

Of sweeter mingling natures ; his pale flowers 

Must wax not fairer, by the strewn gold-dust 

Of happier opulent blooms ! " Such was men's creed ; 

But ye, my brothers, know how otherwise 

The rede of life is writ : th' unscriptured law 

(Are not our strongest laws unwritten ones ?) 

Saith plainly to who lists, " If any man 

Owneth two coats, the while his brother stands 
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With none to shield his breast — if any man 
Hath precious store of learning, lying hid, 
Or aught withholden from the commonwealth. 
He stands beneath the stars defying God" 

» » • « • 

Oh, brothers, need we marvel if love turn 
To lust, and loss, and foul satiety ? 
If wealth grow vain, and pleasure pleasureless. 
And fame mean dust and ashes, and e*en God 
A mere intangible shadow, while men strive 
Alone for personal joys, forgetting man ? 

• « « • » 

They nail Christ daily to the bitter cross. 

Until the crucifixion hath become 

So much the usual and the commonplace. 

That, e'en beneath the shadow of dead eyes. 

Men mock the victim, and spurn Mary thence. 

But ye, my brothers, linger for a space 

Just where the imminent cloud, pomegranate-wise, 

Hath burst a-bloom, and one slim sun-flower 

Slants o'er the pale face of our sweet slain Lord, 

And touches Mary's hair : stand silently, 

With but such murmur as is born of tears 

When fast they fall forgotten, and have their way ; 

Lo ! there shall come to you, as 'twere a breath 

Of violet-scented Spring, and in your souls 

Th' unslakable thirst shall wax, and all your days 

Shall you find strength for true Christ-sojourning. 
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OF KNOWLEDGE. 

Let none lack store of knowledge. Until now 

False men have set harsh banns 'gainst alien lore, 

Fearing, forsooth, their tottering palaces 

Might stand not the assault of mailed truth ; 

But ye, add gem to gem, lay leaf by leaf. 

For crown, and coronal. Who hath most lore, 

Hath most to give ; hath greater Christ-power 

To raise, and bless, and heighten ; comprehends 

The infinite circling deity, and sees 

The secretest springs of life. We socialists 

Need, more than all, the utmost stress of soul 

To grasp, and hold, and marshal on our side 

The scientist's precious things, since 'gainst our truth 

Are set strong principalities and powers. 

And wealth, and prejudice, and armed wrong, 

And brain divorced from heart, alien from soul, 

Knowing no God save its own selfish will. 

Yet strong and pitiless to wound and slay. 

OF LOVE. 

Lo ! dear my brothers, what shall my heart say 
Of love, the fair Christ-flower laid by God. 
On each life, for the asking? Tis a crown 
To clasp wan brows, and make them beautiful, 
And radiant as a sun-brimmed May morning — 
It is a staff, to help men up the heights 
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Where saints sit throned, and fair virgins sing, 
Each some sweet song, to lute, or psaltery, 
Or lyre, or cithern. Yea, it is a soul, 
Set in the heart of life, to guide, and bless, 
And make all fair things fairer, all things sweet 
Of more consummate preciousness, — a god, 
Whose service hath called back the golden days, 
When men sat in the sun, and luted loud. 
For very joy of living ; when clear streams 
Ran laughing to the pitchers maidens held 
Apoise to catch them, and fair-fruited boughs 
Shook sun-kissed treasures down to waiting mouths 
As red as pomegranates, and sweeter far. 
Yea, more than this is love : it is the Christ, 
The very spirit of life, that shuns not death, 
But grows the brighter for his handclasping ! 
Though ye lose all things, see ye lose not love : 
Without it, all my words were thistle-down, 
Or tossed sea-foam, or breaths of desert sand. 
Unfruitful, save to ride on the wings o' the wind. 
Farewell, my brothers, see ye lose not love. 
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A SUNFLOWER LEGEND. 

I WIST not if it came to me 

In guise of some fair dream ; 
Nor know I truly, if it be, 

Or if it only seem ; 
But, God^s dear truth or witchery, 

'Tis wondrous sweet, I deem ! 

The twilight grey lay o'er the sea, 

And o'er the laughing land, 
With that weird sense of mystery 

Sweet souls will understand. 
Recalling Love's first kiss, when he 

Wooed them to his command. 

The daisied grass, beneath my feet. 
With gold stars thick was set ; 

And faint blue speedwell, slim and sweet ; 
And violets, that yet 

Draw down the sky their hearts to meet ; 
And flowers I forget : 



A SUNFLOWER LEGEND, 109 

While faintly, like some olden dream 
Recalled in after days, 

I heard the footsteps of the stream 
That strove in myriad ways 

To reach the great sea's azure glean- 
Whereon the sun-child plays. 

Around me rose the solemn hills, 

Whose thought, in pine-trees wr 
Grows musical with chanting rills, 

And clouds that intermit. 
In mystic rhythm, rain that fills, 

And suns that melt in it 



The subtle essence of the place 

Possessed my soul like wine, 
And thrilled my breast, and flushed my face, 

As 'twere a cup divine — 
The Grail held by some sweet saint's grace 

To dying lips for sign. 

Before me, all unmarked before, 

A small grey church uprose ; 
Wide open stood the quaint carved door ; 

Around, in deep repose. 
The green graves lay ; while from the shore 

The wave-song softly rose. 
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And here and there a white cross spake 
Its message, calm, and still ; 

And here and there a flower brake 
The grey, with crimson thrill :— 

Some fiery heart lay there awake, 
That death's self could not kill ! 



And slowly, a weird amber light 

Fulfilled the quiet place ; 
Most dim, occult, unknown, nor bright- 

Yet had it might to chase 
The shadow-vesture that the night 

Hath wrought about her face. 

But all the small stars radiantly 
Danced out in the clear blue, 

And grand sphere music joyously 
Pierced my thrilled senses through. 

And with a strange sweet sense to me 
Showed the old things I knew. 



And then a wondrous voice I heard, 

So deep, so golden clear, 
Most like Queen Kriemhild's mystic bird 

That kings lost crowns to hear : — 
Sweet souls, I would your hearts were stirred 

By that sweet voice and dear ! 
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And turning, lo, that radiant bloom, 

That men call sunflower, 
Was shining through the gathering gloom, 

Like some god's torchbearer, 
Until each grass-blade left its tomb, 

And stole anigh to her ! 

And I drew nearer, till the glow 

Of her divine gold eyes 
Swept through me, like the tidal flow 

When fierce green waves arise. 
And, 'neath their breakers* crested snow. 

The sad earth silent lies. 

Oh, many times my soul had met 

Fair flower life, and caught 
The subtle songs that soft are set 

To blossoms featly wrought : 
And many times my eyes grew wet 

At their sweet speech, and thought 

And oft some mystic marigold, 

Or crimson rose flower. 
Had woke in me a bliss untold — 

Yea, passionate thought would stir 
At passionate yellows, that unfold 

Love's heaven, I aver 1 
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And speedwelFs blue had shown supreme, 

The crown of calmness, won 
From conquest of fierce passion's dream, 

When days of love are done, 
And the cool stretch of blue shall seem 

Sweeter than any sun. 

But never had I dreamed, or wist. 

Such flower-voice might be : 
" Oh, purpling day's clear amethyst 

That filled the life of me. 
When through the pearl-strewn morning mist. 

Joyous, and tall, and free, 

" My brows rose, with their golden rays 

Set like a human crown, 
While through the garden's silent ways 

The queen passed up and down. 
Most like a sunbeam when it plays— 

A golden cloud her gown, 



" And golden all her hair's fair flow, 
And blue her eyes ; unseen. 

King Love had wrought her body so, 
She seemed his very queen ! 

Nor blue above, nor green below. 
Aught sweeter knew, I ween ! " 
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So sang she, and the grasses stirred ; 

And, through the listening air, 
A daisy leaf that fell you heard, 

It grew so silent there ; 
Yea, merest flutter of a bird, 

Seemed dissonance that tare 



The twilight sense. " Ah, we were twain," 

Sang the sweet sunflower ; 
" Yet &irer was he, and more fain 

Of joy, sun-worshipper. 
Than I, who sought the earth again 

For olden love of her, 



" When small sweet leaves, that brake agreen, 

Were nourished at her breast ; 
While tender hands soft cleft, unseen. 

Sky windows toward the west ; 
Whereto the young gold sun did lean, 

And kissed us into rest. 



" All summertide we grew apace ; 

He, f;^er far than I, 
Yet vowed naught sweeter than my face 

Had home 'neath azure sky j 
And word of his bore might to chase 

Each shadow speeding by. 
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'' Alas, life holds but mingled wine 

Within her fragile cup ! 
She pours in purple heart of vine, 

But swiftly fills it up 
With bitter herbs, and poisons fine, — 

Then summons souls to sup : 

" And some drain blindly, and some sip ; 

And some, within the draught 
With agile fingers deftly dip 

White love-bread, using craft 
To hold the sweet taste on the Mp- — 

But my gold flower laughed, 

''And seized the cup, and drained Mi deep, 

Yea, dreg-deep hastily, 
The strange strong wine ; why did there creep 

A cold fierce fear o'er me* 
As slowly passed the queen ? — I keep 

Clear writ that memory. 



" For sudden my tall sunflower, 
My love ! my world ! my king ! , 

Brimmed with the passion that can stir 
The soul of everything — 

Sang through the silence, unto her, 
Godlike, as gods may sing : 
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Sweet, our souls have grown together ; 
And shall grow, and shall grow, 
Golden in the golden weather : 

Who may know, who may know, 
Where that place is, that her face is, 

Set within to lighten it ? 
More than sun-gold is its treasure — 
Who dare measure, who dare measure, 
All the radiance, all the rapture, of that antique veiled 
green pleasance, 
Where her presence is the essence 
Of the mystic moon's white glow ; 
And all her little loving words the small star's over- 
flow. 
From blue bright fields where they were born, to dim 

grey fields below ? 
Yea, none of all the gods may see, for King Love 
wills it so I 



" * Behold, doth she not brighten it 

By very breath of hers ? 
Yea, see where her dear foot is set, 
My longing heart avers 
It heard the young grass laughing light, as when the 

springtide stirs 
The fair green life beneath the bronze of her slain 

worshippers ; 
And wondrous lilt of love begins from flower choristers T 
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" So sang he, and she slowly turned 

As drawn unwillingly ; 
And her sweet eyes met mine, that yearned, 

And read the heart of me ; 
While yet an answering passion burned 

Her cheek ; oh, fair was she ! 

" And fairer for love's pitiless strife ! 

I felt his gold heart thrill ; 
* Ye gods, can I not press my life 

To wine, his cup to fill ? ' 
Sweeter than cithern, flute, or fife. 

Or zither, cold and still 

" The answer came : * Sad sunflower. 

His chalice thou mayst brim 
With love's sweet wine ; if thou prefer 

His joy to joy of him ; 
Yield thou thy flower Hfe to her. 

And take the human, dim 

" * With all the tears, and tearless woes 

That human life must know ; 
The ceaseless struggle toward the snows. 

Where, buried deep below. 
One little root its sore soul knows. 

Hidden, doth natheless grow — 
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" * A root of healing, budding swift, 
If so be hands may find, 

Into nepenthe ; precious gift 
That leaves no thought behind — 

No memory — no lightest rift 
In music of the mind. 



"*Take thou this life, and wear it ; so 

He winneth heart's desire : 
And passionate song their souls will know, 

Woven of love and fire ; 
While thy life-music winds lilt low 

Across an unstrung lyre.* 

" * Yea, though my life-song grow a dirge, 

Chanted to falling tears, — 
Yea, though my crown be bitter spurge, 

And all the slow fierce years 
Bear sharpest staves my heart to scourge, 

And pierce me with sharp spears, — 

" * ni count each tear a heritage 

Of joy I each blow a kiss 1 
They little wot of love who gauge 

Love's self by passing bliss 
Of fair face — as as open page 

Unread, is he, I wis. 
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" * But I, that love, know certainly 

How bitter-sweet a thing 
It is, when other lips I see 

Kissed by the changeful king ; 
While mine unkissed, and yearning be — 

Unclasped the hands that cling — 

" * Unanswered all the swift sweet speech 
That yearning eyes are fain 

To whisper, while sad looks beseech 
Guerdon for patient pain, — 

All this I know, yet can I reach 
My height of prayer again I 

" * For joy of loved one sweeter is 

Than joy of love : oh, not 
Because my heart grows cold, I wis, 

Unclasped — unkissed — forgot — 
Say I, " His heart's desire be his, 

Be death, or hell, my lot 1 " ' 

** And even as I spake, there passed 

A cold wind from the sea ; 
I felt my gold warm petals cast 

To the earth hastily : 
And lo ! his voice : * Oh, love, who hast 

Lost crown and life for me. 
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" * Oh, Bweet, how shall I thank — ^how grace 

That gracious head of thine ? 
How shall I praise that bright sweet face 

That smileth into mine ? 
Oh, queen, thy love hath crowned the place 

And made my life divine ! ' 

" So spake he, and she stood thereby, 

And grew more golden fair 
To hear his love-thrilled words : but I 

Fled swift, and left them there ; 
While human tears dropped bitterly. 

Life looked so cold and bare. 



''And now her robe, most like a cloud, 

All golden, soft, and fine. 
Enwrapped me ; and before me bowed 

Her brave knights, who were mine : 
And on my brows, that throbbed aloud. 

Her crown was set to shine. 



" And my folk marvelled that I drew 

Apart from all, and sang 
Weird songs my flower childhood knew, 

Wherein sun-raptures rang ; 
And through the human gold eyes grew 

Sunflower life, that sprang 
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" Into a passion passing speech ; 

Yea, passing music's might : 
A passion only suns may teach, 

Woven of intense light, 
And flame, and love, that wed, and reach 

Heights beyond heaven's height ! 

" And then my flesh was reft from me, 
And soul stood shivering there. 

And saw all things unveiled, that ye 
Shroud, that no heart may dare 

To see truth stand out fair, and free, 
Unrobed, and sweet, and bare ! 

" And Love danced laughing, all unbound 
The fetters men had wrought : 

And spirit fearless spake ; and crowned 
Sat steadfast noble thought : 

While strewn in fragments all around 
Were human laws distraught ! 

" Then unto me, methought the sun 
Said sternly, ' Thou hast seen 

What royal souls have dared, and done, 
And art thou not a queen ? 

Behold, before thy rest is won 
Strive thou ! * Full sweet, between, 
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" The little stars sang constantly, — 

* Oh, sister, strive apace ; 

Thy place is ready set for thee, — 

We weary for thy face.' 
And suddenly came back to me 

Her body, full of grace. 

" I strove, through that long summertide, 

My dream to make men's own : 
Alas, they cursed, or proudly cried, 

* Queen, leave our gods alone ! 
Were Love unbound, ill would betide 

All lands where he is known. 



" * The caged bird singeth constantly, 

The uncaged when he will ; 
And Love unfettered, strong, and free. 

Would bless us not, until 
His subjects and his slaves were we ! ' 

Alas, that darkness still 

" Must veil their eyes, whom sunlight fair 

Had lightened into day I 
I strove on with the sun, while there 

My lost love passed away 
Before my sad eyes : everywhere 

Winter strode forth to slay 
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" The flower life I loved : alas, 

One morning, as I sped 
Swift by, as was my wont to pass, 
I dared not pause, instead 
I Of two gold heads, low on the grass 
Lay my sunflower — dead. 

" She lingered on, until the frost. 

That cold-eyed torturer, 
Pierced with his spear the bloom that cost 

My heart, yet I aver 
More bitter seemed life when it lost 

The sight of joy in her, 

" Than even when I dared not see 

The love I felt his face 
Flushed with so eagerly, as he 

Turned toward the smiling grace 
Of her, who grew there radiantly. 

Queen of that pleasant place. 



^* And after many stern slow years, 
There came a messenger ; 

Jewels he bore, as bright as tears, 
And one gold sunflower 

Lay on his breast, as morning wears 
Her sun, gold heart of her ! 
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" Mine eyes beheld him as he passed 

Swiftly my people by 
(Who saw him not) mitil at last 

He reached the place where I 
Stood smiling, while I said, * Thou hast 

A message — speak 1 ' The sky 

" Flushed sudden clear as chrysoprase, 

A glorious amber sheen ; 
Then bent he softly : * All thy days 

Of tears are spent, my queen ! ' 
And laid the flower's goldea rays 

Across my breast, unseen. 

" Then passed away all silently. 

They marvelled, as the glow 
Of that gold flower shrouded me, 

For Love had willed it so ; 
And Death came softly, while that he 

Kissed me ; ah, none may know 

" How sweet the twain are, when they stand, , 

Not struggling, but clear-eyed ! 
Men see them not, but hand in hand 

(Love ever at Death's side) 
They pass, and so from land to land 

Bless all; — unmagnified 1 
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" Full proudly in that golden light 

My sad life faded swift, 
Behold, where stood the queen, bedight 

With jewels, the earth's gift, 
A sunflower lay gold and bright ; 

My soul through that fair rift 

" Rose from the human, and I knew 

Again the mystic thrill 
Beneath the stars, when silvern dew 

Glides down, our hearts to fill ; 
Again I felt sun shining through 

Possess my ardent will. 

" And here I wait, one summertide, 
For Love hath whispered low, 

That he who once grew by my side. 
My star-life too shall know. 

If but I patiently abide 

These days that run so slow. 

" For how should star-life pleasure me 

If he lay cold and dead ? 
Yea, I must falter down, and be 

Grass for his dear gold head 
To rest upon, — ah, joyfully 

My flower there had sped ! 
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" But Love is pitiful, and lo ! 

Time passeth, and I feel 
The precious one my heart doth know 

Draws nigh, with might to heal 
All wounds the dead days wrought of woe." 

She ceased Did a star steal 



Down to that little grassy grave. 

Where the weird amber light 
Had shone around ? or did a wave 

Of moon rays, clear and bright. 
Shroud my rapt soul ? I knew naught, save 

A shadow swift and white 



That flitted lightly o*er the grass. 
And stirred the silent air ; 

And lo, a star that did surpass 
Her sisters, sprang out fair 

In the blue stretch of sky ! Alas, 
Would words like sunbeams were ! 



That ye might know, and I might tell. 
The wonder passing speech. 

As the sky passes brows, that well 
Wear crowns, beyond our reach. 

Ah, clearer than the waves that swell 
O'er some enchanted beach, 



126 A SUNFLOWER LEGEND. 

And sing, until the sirens fleet 
Dance forth their playfellows, — 

And sweeter than the sweet white feet 
Of dreams in love's repose, — 

And sweeter than the joy complete 
Of June's first crimson rose 

Seemed this to me ! Would that again 

That mystic shore I trod. 
And heard that song of love and pain 

Blessing the bitter rod 
That Love must wield, when he is fain 

To lead souls up to God \ 
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RIFTINGS. 

" Gaze across the world, and see 
What the sweet light showeth thee." 

" Sunset flushing all the west, 

Like Love's lips on fair cheek pressed ; 

" Golden arrows everywhere 
Cleaving chasms in the blue air ; 

"'Mid the glory of the deep 

O'er our heads, a swan doth sweep ; 

"Snow, ttansfused to vivid rose, 
As in the thrilled light she glows ; 

" And the wind, like golden strings. 
Strikes the glory of her wings." 

' " Gaze across the earth, and see 
What the sweet light showeth thee." 
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" Many a pine-tree, dark and tall ; 
Flames, with green smoke crowning all ; 

" Many a rose with fiery heart 
Fairer than a dream of art ; 

" Many a lily's carven snow, 
Lit by dewdrops moony glow ; 

" Many a stretch of waters wan, 
Many a land unknown to man." 

" Look across the earth, and see 
What the sweet light showeth thee." 

" Men dim-eyed, and bent, and grey, 
Toiling their life's hours away ; 

" Women striving hard to win 
Bread not steeped in tears of sin ; 

" Soldiers at the battle cry 
Rushing forth, perchance to die ; 

" Poets wrapped in visions sweet, 
Where divine doth human greet ; 

" Singers shadowing forth in tone 
Secrets heard by them alone ; 
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" Lovers, with a sweet surprise, 
Gazing deep in yearning eyes." 

" Gaze across the world, and see 
What is fairest there to thee." 

" Fairest thing beneath the sun ! 
A child's face, when day is done : 

" Soft eyes raised to God in prayer ; 
Fading light on golden hair ; 

" Rose-leaf flush of eager play, 
Dying on round cheek away ; 

" Deep-fringed lids o'er azure eyes, 
Like the night o'er sunset skies ; — 

" 'Mid all fair things that I see, 
This is fairest unto me ! " 



K 
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WHICH? 

Passing down a leafy way 

(Well-a^ay !), 
Watched I children at their play 

(Well-a-day !) : 
Dorothy, with golden hair ; 
Maud, brown-locked, and slim, and fair ; 
Daisy, sweet beyond compare ! 

(Well-a-day !). 



** Which will be my love," mused I, 

" By-and-by ? 
Daisy, Maud, or Dorothy, 

By-and-by ? " 
And I watched their dancing feet, 
Heard their voices clear and sweet, 
'Til I smiled, her smile to meet, 

By-and-by ! 
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Swift the years fled, grave and gay 

(Work-and-play !), 

Then again I passed that way 

(Well-a-day !) : 

Dorothy with Love had fled ; 

Maud beneath the grass lay dead ; 

Daisy, when my prayer I said, 

Whispered, " Yea ! " 
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THE LORD'S. PITY. 

Sinner, Oh, Lord, I am alone, athirst, afraid — 
Christ Didst thou not smite Me, till I sorrowing went ? 
Sinner, Love spake so sweet, and looked so innocent ! 
Christ, And thou denying Me, his voice obeyed ? 
Sinner, Yea, Lord, I did ; so am I sore dismayed. 
Christ, Hath Love no comfort, no sweet message 

sent? 
Sinner, He loves the sinner, loathes the penitent ! 
Christ, How should I help thee, whom thou hast 

betrayed ? 
Sinner, Dear Lord, I know not, yet I dare to pray. 
Christ, For what ? the feast of faithless love again ? 
Sinner, Ah no ! Thy blessed presence at my side 1 
Christ, My child, thou hast it \ on the cross I stay. 
Sinner, Beloved ! and I smote Thee in Thy pain ! 
Christ To win thy pardon was I crucified ! 
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A SOUL QUESTION. 

When He who gave thee roses gives thee rue, 
And presses on thy brow the wreathed thorn, 
And leaves thee desolate, in wrath, and scorn, 

And shuts the portal of His pleasaunce to, 

So thou without must lie, and hardly through 
The deep dark bars may peer; when His dear 

hand 
Clasps thine no more, in life's bright morning-land, 

My soul, in such case, say, what wilt thou do ? 

"Since that His dear hand gave it, rue shall be 
Set in fair soil, and watered by my tears, 

That so its blossoms win a grace for me, 
And through the bars His sweetest face appears ! " 

Dear Lord, the blossomed rue in heart I bear. 

Wilt Thou not droop Thine eyes to see it there ? 
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A DIALOGUE. 

WORLDLY MAN. 

You Starve, while others feast ; you thirst, 

While others' cups brim red with wine ; 
You stand aside, that might march first 

And lead the world with voice divine ! 
You sing sad songs, that no man hears ; 

You love, yet are not loved again ; 
And life wanes dim seen through hot tears. 

And joy is lost 'mid haunting pain. 

POET. 

So seems my life to you, that know 

Naught of its glory and its gleam. 
The moonlight bliss, the morning glow, 

The chant of wind, the song of stream I 
Think you the gold cup, ruby-filled, 

Or feast as rich as April flowers, 
Could move the soul that nature stilled 

With draughts of all her sweetest hours ? 
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Think you, indeed, the songs I sing 

Are lost, because the hard world needs 
No word of them ? An angel's wing 

Bears them aloft to God, who heeds ! 
I stand aside, yet am not sad — 

See life through tears, yet feel no paia ; 
I sorrow now, that shall be glad. 

Whose longing heart of love is fain. 

A poet sings because he must, 

An unseen spirit spurs him on ; 
He feels the throb, and boundless trust 

Fulfils his soul that truth is won 1 
He flings the gold grain of his thought 

Across the world to germinate, 
Unheeding if its stress be caught : — 

His part to sow, and then to wait 
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And while he waits, the restless earth 

Spins on her course, and casts away 
The little seed, ere flowers have birth. 

Or fruit can redden on the spray. 
The poet lives unknown, unsought ; 

The speech grows old whereto was wed 
The precious image of his thought. 

And poet, and his work, are dead ! 
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While, had he left the wind, and stream, 

To heed man*s voice and woman's look, 
And sought earth's life, not heaven's dream. 

To set to music of his book, 
His work had been a chant of praise, . 

(Not merely windwail in the night) 
His verse had sprung in myriad ways. 

And blossomed into actions bright 1 



POET. 

You speak as one, who, 'mid the plain. 

Turns dazed eyes, straining, towards the light 
The eagle gives the sun again, 

From his bright wings, that spurn the height 
Of yonder snow, and soars away 

Whither he knows not, yet speeds still 
Through the sweet air, and flushing day, 

Unguided save by boundless will ! 

And he who watches, droops his head — 

" If eagle were but homely bird 
Our roofs had sheltered, hands had fed. 

Whose cackling voice our ears had heard, 
How happy had he been ! while we 

Proclaimed each shriek a deathless song ! " 
Fool 1 on his gold wings floateth he 

Aloft, the swift sweet stars among ! 
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And drinks the sharp wine of the air, ' 

And chases each soft passing cloud ; 
And finds a mist-wreath for his hair, 

And stretch of white snow for his shroud. 
And wanders o*er the endless field 

Of azure, that men call the sky, 
Whose mystic flowers, to him revealed, 

Lift up their sweet heads joyfully. 



Think you the feasts of earth have might 

To draw the eagle down to her ? 
That he would yield his strong glad flight, 

And weighted feet, to wings, prefer ? 
Ah no 1 the arrow's poisoned shaft 

In pigmy hand may slay the god, 
And hero's blood be shed by craft 

Until its rubies stain the sod : 



Yet never is his spirit slain ! 

You fetter, but you cannot hold ! 
The god escapes to heaven again 

Despite your tortures manifold I 
Pain is no ill to one who sees 

The deathless light beyond his tears ; 
And in the sighing of each breeze 

The clear voice of an angel hears. 
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WORLDLY MAN. 

Ah, lost in dreams, you will not heed 

The voice of reason, till too late 
You find, when youth is dead indeed, 

The poet's is a bitter fate I 
When hope has fled, and barren bough 

Moans ever to the restless wind, 
That heart, so full of visions now. 

Will yearn for good it left behind ; 

And wine of air, and wreath of cloud 

Will little comfort, little ease : 
For him remains the snowy shroud 

To cool hot breast, and yield surcease. 
Who spurns the garment offered him 

Where Love wrought blossoms, fair and fine, 
Will naked peer above the rim 

That holds the human from divine. 



Oh, true of heart, though scant of sense, 

Seek not the stinging crown of thorn ; 
Though golden by your inference, 

'Twill leave you crownless and forlorn ! 
Turn those rapt eyes to Mother Earth, 

So fair of face, so soft of hand ; 
No far-off heaven gave you birth — 

This world is your own native land. 
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Strive as you will, you cannot reach 
The nearest star, the lowest cloud ; 

Nor is one word of angel's speech 
For answer to your prayer allowed. 

Tis madness thus to strive in vain : 
Awake I awake ! while yet 'tis day ! 

POET. 

Your words but spur to higher strain 

The spirit you bid turn away ! 
I pray you cease. 

WORLDLY MAN. 

ril say no more ! 

The blind see not the precipice 
Until their heedless feet are o'er, 

And then no groans can save, I wis I 
Oh, drunken with the poet's dream ! 

Oh, blinded by the light of stars ! 
'Tis phantom glory, phantom gleam. 

That tempts you mount their whirling cars. 

POET. 

Ah no ! the beauty that I see 
Is all mine own, by me possessed, 

Sweet stars, fair flowers, soft melody, 
All find an altar in my breast 
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My gold I gather from the broom, 
That winged gold the angels set 

(When newly woven from God*s loom 
The earth's bride vesture their eyes met) 

Upon her lowly branch ; my crown, 

A thornless chaplet giving rest. 
Falls on my brOw when clouds lean down ; 

My good I bear within my breast : 
My precious gift of rubies rare 

I pluck from sorrel in the grass : 
Sunkissed, and gleaming in blown air. 

The which no jewel can surpass. 

My garment, wrought with flowers fine 

By Love's own hand, bides still with me, 
Nor waxes old through storm, or shine ; 

'Tis God's own weaving, poetry ! 
My shroud awaits me ; in each fold 

A gleam of light from coming years. 
Wherein dwell, changed to flowers of gold. 

The dreams I dreamed amid my tears 1 
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AN EPISODE. 

HE. 

Sky-flower, sea-flower, 

Blue as blue eyes ; 
Golden sun, gleaming red 

Marigold-wise : 
Wild sweet wind, whispering 

Mystical tales. 
Won from blue hyacinths 

In ferny vales : 
Snow-soft cloud, speeding on 

Swift as sweet breath, 
When her rose-mouth meets mine 

And none seeth ! 
Oh, beauty, all divine ! 

Air, sky, and sea. 
Into one garland wrought 

For her and me ; 
Joy of life, passionate, 

Sovran, supreme, 
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On my Love's loving heart 
Resting, to dream ! 

Sun-litten stretch the days 
Mine eyes can see ; — 

Sky-flower, sea-flower, 
Guard her for me 1 



SHE. 

Blue sky, blue sea, one fair forget-me-not 

As we sail by — 
I have no thought, or care, nor heed I what 

May chance, while I 
Stand ever with my hand in his dear hand. 

His eyes on mine. 
So, death were dear ; yea, I can understand 

It were divine 
To die beneath his smile, that thrills my soul : 

Yet would I live. 
Since but a portion of my life's small whole 

Have I to give ; 
And he counts precious that poor gift of mine- 
He, who can bring 
Gold for my silver, to Love's court divine — 

My love ! my king ! 
My master ! and my lord ! my god supreme I 

Sweet sky, sweet sea, 
If love that lasts be but the poet's dream. 
Give death to me ! 
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Nor bind the blue sweet memory of to-day 

Round his dear head ; 
But yield him roses for some new love's sway, 

When I am dead. 

» • » « 

So spake, in their soul's pleasaunce, silently 

To ear of sense. 
Two loving hearts, that sailed across the sea. 

In confidence 
Of long sweet days in Love's own chosen bowers, 

Beneath a sun 
That kisses into light undreamed of flowers ; 

And swift years run 
Like merry children, o'er the daisied grass, 

Strong, fresh, and gay ; 
And life seems like a wind'song that doth pass, 

And melt away 
In blue far distance, with a tender falling 

Of happy tears. 
As when long-severed lovers' souls are calling 

From parted biers. 
He, wholly happy, confident, and strong 

For love or strife, 
Can see no perils, and no woes, but long 

Sweet space of life ; — 
She, with a woman's heart, that strives to measure 

The threshed-out ears 
'Mid love's full harvest of rich golden treasure. 

Loves well, yet fears. 
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He recketh not of death : air, sky, and sea. 

Unto his thought, 
Are but a magic garland constantly 

For they twain wrought ; — 
But she turns death ward, with prophetic passion, 

And seeks to pray 
For what she would not : 'tis the woman's fashion, 

Or so men say ! 

« « • « 

But through the fresh crisp morning, as they trod, 

Hand clasped in hand, 
The gleaming deck, his face grew like a god. 

And her heart spanned 
The chasm fate hath set, 'twixt faith and treason. 

For souls to see ; 
And 'mid the glory of Love's summer season 

Full trust found she. 
And they twain shadowed in words soft as air, 

Or faint caress. 
Their dream of coming time, and painted there 

All blessedness : 
And as the day waned, a pomegranate folden 

In sheath of sky. 
No thought had they, save of a morrow golden, 

When night should die. 
And soon the fringes of her deep eyes fell 

Across her face ; 
While he lay watching, for a brief sweet spellt 

Her wondrous grace ; 
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And lowly laughed, for very joy of living, 

Since he possessed 
The fairest bride who ever joyed in giving 

All Love counts best : 
But slowly sleep laid gentle finger-tips 

On his proud eyes. 
And rhythmic wave-plash, soft as her soft lips, 

Cleft flower-wise, 
Wove his light rest, and filled his soul with dreaming, 

And life began 
In twilight lands, where quiet stars were beaming, 

And slow streams xan. 



Fire ! fire ! fire ! fire ! 

The ship's on fire I Ah, higher ! higher ! 

See the sharp red tongues aspire 1 
Until the sails, as white as snow, 
Flush with a red and evil glow, — 
Until the masts, so straight and tall. 
Totter ! totter I ah God \ and fall !— 
Until the deck we paced last night 
Seems a path of flame to our reeling sight, — 
Until the cabins are full of smoke, 
And he sleeps till doom who hath not awoke, — 
Until the growl of the angry sea 
Is all the solace fate yieldeth thee. 
And no hand is nigh to aid, or save ; 
But the pitiless breast of the hungry wave 

L 
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Is bared for who loves not the fire-fiend's kiss ! 
Hath earth any horrtM: akin to this ? 



His feet had reached the soft green shore 
Of that slow singing stream, 
But a shrill sharp cry, of wild agony, 

Hath shattered his sweet calm dream ! 

" The ship's on fire \ Awake \ arise ! 
Do all brave men dare do ! '' 
Twas the captain's call,, and the sailors all 

Strode fearless the fierce flames through ! 

They fling the water thick and fast, 
At his deep eager tone ; 
But above them springs, with its demon wings, 
The fire that hath seized its own ! 

At first he scarce could grasp the sense 
Of that wild wailing cry ; 
But gazed at his love, as he stood above, 
While she slept on peacefully. 
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The ship's on fire I Awake ! arise 1 " 
Again, and yet again, 
The hoarse summons fell, till he knew it well, 
Like a sharp recurring pain ! 

"Sweetheart," he breathed, and laid his lips 
Upon her bowed gold head, 
"There is danger near, but yet have no fear." 
" I fear naught with you," she said. 

He strained her to his anguished heart, 
As if to bind her there ; 
Alas for our strife, death is stronger than life, 
And Love hath his thorns to wear ! 



Long time they worked on steadfastly, 
But each man knew at last, 
Though seas were to rise to the starlit skies, 
Their good ship had sailed her last 

No space had they to weep or wail, 
No space for weak regret ; 
" Launch the boats, my men!" said the captain then, 
" The women may be saved yet" 
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The boats are launched, the boats are manned ; 
The women, one by one, 
Are tenderly laid in a rough nest made 
Of sails from the lost ship won. 

And last, upon that fiery deck, 
The lover brings his bride : 
" Ere we twain do part, I will die, sweetheart, 
Right gladly by thy dear side ! " 

" One more ? " " But one ! " " The boat is full, 
Yea, level with the wave ! 
Yet the woman there, with her child-face fair, 
We'd peril our lives to save." 

" Save him ! " she cried ; " his arm is strong, 
And right well he can row ; 
He will save ye all, while I can but fall 
Like a dead bird on the snow." 

But hotter grew the burning deck. 
" Come quick ! time flies apace," 
Cry the eager men ; and he strives again 
To lower her to her place. 

" I will not go and leave you here 
To die, my love, my own ! 
What treasure holds life for a widowed wife ? 
But a man may live alone. 
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" Go you, go you ! " half mad with pain, 
Heart crushed to heart they stand ; 
But a thought hath sped through his tortured head — 
The chasm of death is spanned ! 

" Now God have mercy on your souls, 
We dare no longer stay ! " 
But he spake, " Dear heart, we will never part, 
Though death come with coming day 1 '' 

He seized a spar, and round it strained 
A rope, and to her hand 
The end he made fast : " Now the treasure thou hast 
That shall bear us safe to land ! '' 

" Oh stay ! " she cried, all eager now ; 
They paused, a moment's space : 
And with one long kiss (sweet Love gave them this) 
He lowered her to her place. 

She held the rope close to her heart, 

" Dear God, make firm its strdnds ! " 
And she watched him lash, in a swift time-flash. 
Himself, with his own strong hands, 

"To that frail spar, her hope, her all; 
And fall down in the sea. 
!Ran time e'er so slow, till her strained eyes know 
That he floats on buoyantly ? 
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Upon the deck, with flames enwrapped, 
Ringed round with his doomed men, 
Lo, the captain stands, and he waves his hands ! 
And a great sob rises then 

From out the boat, and every man 

Breathes some poor snatch of prayer : 
Then a fearful cry, and beneath the sky 
Wild water, but no ship there ! 



" The spar ! the spar ! " she madly cries, — 
They heed her not, ah me I 
Too great is the woe that those staunch hearts know 
For their good ship burned at sea 1 

But she, to whom fire, ship, and sea 
Hold only one dear face. 
Hath seen the frail spar blaze up like a star 
From her helpless vantage-place. 

Perchance some brand from off the ship 
Had smitten it, and lit 
The fire that blazed high. " Oh God, must he die? 
While I, traitress, witness it ? " 
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Swift out she leapt, and creeping slow 
Along the rope, half-drowned 
Reached her love at last ; but alas, too fast 
His limbs by the rope were bound ! 

Her poor scarred hands strive helplessly ; 
She lays her sweet cold lips 
To the flame of his, in one last death-kiss, 
As life from their wild eyes slips. 

'' Dear heart, dear heart, together still 
Our dying lips shall ding ; 
( a, blessed be death, since with mingled breath 
I die with my love ! my king 1 " 

" Oh love, dear love, if this be death, 
Tis sweeter than I wist : 
Dear soul of my life, my own angel wife. 
E'en a god was ne'er so kissed 1 ^ 



The boat sped on, nor heeded her, 
Too full each heart of woe ; 
And the sky alone, with its eyes of stone, 
Hath known, or shall ever know. 
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And morning dawned, a fresh red rose, 
From out the golden skies ; 
And light laughed the sea, with no memory 
Of the anguish in dead eyes. 
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A GARDEN. 

Girdled with hills, and thrice enwound 

With silvern water, lily-lit ; 
So silent that the merest sound 

Of falling petal rippled it, 
When, as the wailing night wind blows, 
She shakes the red leaves from the rose, — 

So lay the garden ; aspens high 
Were marshalled round for silentness ; 

If but a bird's wing fluttered by, 
Or jewelled bee leaned to caress 

A blossom, they would start and moan, 

And " Hush thee 1 " breathe in trembling tone. 

Within, the air hung heavily. 

Its drowsy blue depths scarcely stirred ; 
And grass flames flickered, and sprang high 

As if by restless spirits spurred, 
Whose unseen presence held the place 
Apart from life in dumb disgrace. 



154 A GARDEN, 



Yet in one favoured span of ground, 
Set thick with yellow marigold, 

And pansy that for thought is bound 
On cold dead brows, and manifold 

Red poppies, and moon daisies white 

That gave a goddess erst delight. 

The queen of this fair garden dwelt 
In marble carven, like a dream 

Was her sweet body, as she knelt 
Amid the golden flowers' gleam ; 

No name she bore, but on the stone 

The scriptured words, " I am alone." 

One little hand against her breast 
She held, as holding sorrow there ; 

And one stole forth, as seeking rest. 
Soft pleading like a waiting prayer : 

And in its palm, so white and clear, 

A rose had shed one crimson tear. 

" I am alone ! '* and swift or slow 
The years roll on, the sweet days fly ; 

The silent waters onward flow. 
The roses flush, grow wan and die, — 

Yet still the lady watches there. 

While Fate climbs up life's winding stair. 
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KISMET. 

A KNIGHT came riding 

(So long ago) 
Where calm abiding 

While time ran slow, 
I sat in the sun 
And spun. 
" Fine thread," 
He said. 
With bowed head, 
" And yet not so fine 
As thy gold hair's shine ! " 

I wore a lily 

(So long ago), 
A sweet wild lily 

As white as snow. 
Yet sat in the sun, 
And spun. 
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" Give me," 

Sighed he, 
" Sweet Marie, 
That lily so white, 
For this red rose bright ! " 

I took the flower 
(So long ago). 
The red rose-flower 
With heart aglow, 
Yet sat in the sun. 
And spun. 
" Ah, sweet, 
How fleet 
Are Time's feet ; 
And yet slower far 
Than the wings of Love are I " 
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A LOVE SONG, 

Ah, love, that you and I together 
Might watch the sunset kiss the sea. 

And hand in hand, through summer weather, 
Pluck roses flushing radiantly ; 

That we might watch the sweet stars rise. 

Yet miss their glow for pleading eyes ! 

Ah, love, that we might wander slowly 
Along the moonlit yielding sands, 

And gather weeds, and count them holy, 
That they had touched beloved hands ; 

Yet silent grow, through mere delight 

And utter beauty of the night ! 

Ah, love, that 'mid the golden glory 

Of your bright hair the wind might play. 

And woo the waves to sing our story 
Through dewy night and lang'rous day, 

Till wind and wave grew one glad song : 

" Sweet love shall last a whole life long 1 " 
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LOOKING BACK, 

Stay, hasting wings, that bear from our faint sight 
Dear loves and lives, dear faces waning dim 
In the drear distance \ while behind the rim 

Of yon pale dying moon, whose swooning light 

Grows ever fainter, following the dead night, 
A new gold sun arises, and with him 
Come white feet dancing, and glad eyes that brim 

With love and laughter, for our life-delight ! 

Oh sweet flown wings, oh faces that were fain 
Of love's dead night, we kiss you not again ! 

Yet o'er our hearts your shadows ever lie, 
And in our hands your close clasp clingeth fast, 

And through the new day's laughter sad we sigh, 
" No glad gold present slays the silvern past ! " 
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LOVES QUESTION. 

Dear heart, why do I love thee ? Because thou 
Hast given love as summer giveth flowers, 
And sweetened so my life's duU wintry hours, 

And set a glory round my crownless brow ? 

Is it for this I love thee, because now 
No lips of lover may sing scorn of me, 
As of one reft of love, and bitterly 

Alone in the lone world ? Dare I avow 

Such scant foundation, for a love so deep ? 
Nay, dear, I may not, lest thou cast away 

The heart within thy heart, nor care to keep 
Proud festival upon that fair white day 

When God awoke my soul, and I was *ware 

His shadow blest me, and lo ! thou wert there ! 
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TOO LATE. 

How blue the sea was ! All her waves sang clear 
A wondrous siren-song j through sun-thrilled air 
The gold cloud-islands grew more witching fair, 

And marvellous-fashioned, as they floated near : 

Then one spake to my heart, " What dost thou here ? 
Take yon fair boat with carven prow, and rare 
Rich azure silken sail, that danceth there, 

And sail beyond the harbour without fear." 

Ah fool ! thrice fool ! I left the blessed shore 1 
So know I now, with sharp despairing pain. 
While round me gloom, dark night, and angry sea, 
And fierce winds mock my anguish bitterly, 
No stress of hand, or heart, may reach again 
That sheltering harbour, lost for evermore ! 
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A FEARFUL ONE. 

I RAISE my heavy eyes, half-blind with tears ; 
For lo ! one standeth nigh me, clad in grey, 
To whom I kneel, and passionately pray. 

That he will slay not, for my souFs arrears 

Of scant grudged labour through youth's fiowerful years, 
The heart of my beloved, therewith to pay 
The Master of the harvest : yet who may 

Say Death hath hearkened, or if Death hath ears ? 

Soft to my soul the dear Lord whispereth : 
" He draweth nigh, yet tireless stands and waits, 
Oh faithless child, while I on Calvary 
Win sweeter life for thy beloved and thee ; 
Then shall I bid him ope heaven's golden gates — 
There is none faithfuller than my thrall Death ! " 



M 
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A SONG. 

Sing on, my soul, when night is drear, 
No moon to lead, no star to light, 

And life glooms round thee, waiting here, 
And heaven seems hidden to thy sight — 
Sing on, my soul ! 

Sing on, my soul ! soft songs can bring 
A glory and a gleam from Him 

Whose shadow yields thee might to sing, 
Whose light no woe hath power to dim : 
Sing on, my soul ! 

Sing on, my soul, when cold and bare, 
The world frowns all one arid track ! 

Sing on — thy song shall be a prayer 
To lead thee to thy heaven back : 
Sing on, my soul ! 
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Sing on, my soul ! good angels guide 
Thy faltering hand across the strings ; 

And know, when earthly song has died, 
Tis borne aloft on their white wings : 
Sing on, my soul ! 
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A COMFORTER. 

Oh, my beloved, and must I stand aside ! — 
I, who had given my very soul for thee. 
Made sweet my heart for thy heart's sanctuary, 

And set thee on life's altar, glorified 

With the flame-fair crown of love ? Would I had died 
Ere yet this bitter dole were laid on me. 
To watch through scorching tears, to watch and see 

Thy face turn from my pleading, scomful-eyed 1 

Child ! child 1 if this false love had kissed thine eyes, 
They had grown blind to beckoning stars and sun, 
Nor seen how on the cross sad waited One 

To lead thee with pierced hands to Paradise ! 

Most blest art thou ! Ife thrusteth not aside, 

But, yearning for thy love, hangs crucified ! 
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AN AWAKENING. 

Ah me, the storm ! The bitter blinding rain ! 
The deafening thunder, and the lightning keen, 
That scathes my straining eyes, ere they have seen 

The perilous pitfalls, fiend-set, for my bane ! 

Ah me, this darkness, that hath rendered vain 
My frantic struggles toward that light serene 
Where Love loves always, with no hate between ! 

Alas, I fall ! I perish ! Oh, this pain I 

Lord, am I dreaming ? Is my scarred face laid 
Against Thy pale pierced feet ? and did I fall 
Just where Thy cross stands ? Was the storm 

Thy call ? 
The pain Thy strong veiled angel guiding me ? 
Ah, Sweetest, had I known, how ardently 

For deeper woe and darkness, had I prayed ! 
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TO MY SISTER. 

We twain were children together, 
In the old house by the wood : 

Folk said, sometimes, I was clever, 
But ever, that thou wert good ! 

A tiny gold-headed maiden. 

With innocent sea-grey eyes, 
And slim hands that grew so busy 

In lovingest ministries. 

Now days of childhood are over, 
Big people we both have grown, 

Yet the child-love hath waxed but stronger, 
And tenderer, oh mine own 1 

How oft hath that love withheld me 
From peril, and sin, and pain ! 

Twas ever a beckoning angel 
To lead to God's feet again ! 
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Take thou from my hand these verses, 
Thou dear little sister mine ; 

If aught be found worthy folk's loving, 
My darling, the praise be thine ! 



VRINTBD BY WILLIAM CLOWES AND SONS, LIMITED, 
LONDON AND BBCCLES. 



OPINIONS OF THE PRESS 

ON 

"A DREAM OF THE GIRONDE," 

By EVELYN PYNK 



" ' A Dream.' etc., it a poem of considerable power and beauty : the picture 
of Mme. Roland is a very delicate and pathetic one, and comes out well defined." 
—Saturday Rtviiw, 

"The poem giving the title to the work is full of dramatic fire, in perfect 
keeping with the stirring times which followed the assembling of the Statea- 
General in xj^.**— Court JoMmal. 

** Mr. Pyne's poetry is highly finished, very graceful . . . there is not a 
single stanza in the minor poems to which we can object." — IVestminster Rgvtetu. 

" The blank verse is fair and fine . . . more than one ' situation,' to use 
dramatic argot, is eflective, notably that in which a man doomed by the mob 
entreats the fierce woman at the head of it, by the memorv of her past love for 
him, to save him. . . . The death of King Louis is well described . . . even 
better worth praise is a soliloquy by the heroine in Scene ii. of Act IV. . . . 
The writer is a passionate lover of the stars, and they glitter throughout every 
page of his writings." — Public Opinion. 

"... Each of these pieces has its own charm of thought, psission, eloquence, 
grace, metre, or rhythm . . . some pretty little airy songs are interspersed, and 
there are one or two very tender, affecting, simple, graceful scenes between 
Mme. Roland and her little daughter." — lUusiraUd London Nrws, 

'* The ' Dream* is one of the most original ... of recent efiforts in verse." — 
Scotsman. 

"A pleasing, gracefully written poem, having Mme. Roland for its central 
figure." — Examiner. 

"A pleasant poem ... the book b charmingly produced."— /*»Afi*A/rr' 
Circidar. 

** It is refreshing to stumble upon originality and genuine poetic spirit ... 
and we must do justice to the fresh youthful vigour and to the flashes of poetic 
fire which light up its pages. . . . Alme. Roland's figure, in her white robe, with 
her black hair streaming down her shoulders, stands out in true heroic sublimity 
from the lurid background of the Terror. . . . We shall look with interest for 
future productions from the author of these poems." — Tablet. 

" On a plan and in a spirit most harmonious with the theme, Mr. Pyne has 
wrought out a presentment of Mme. Roland which may be studied and re-studied 
with extreme interest and no little pleasure . . . while, however, the mainspring 
of Mme. Roland's character is thus clearly preserved,^ and while the passion of 
Buzot for her is ideally presented, our poet has studied the time, has discrimi- 
nated between its political factions, has told with sympathy and vividness the 
story of the Gironde fall, and has inter^rsed his dialogues and soliloquies with 
many pregnant observations. . . . ' Thistle Blossom ' is a long and important 
contemplative poem, and 'Dulcamara' has great originality and patnos." — 
Liverpool Daily Post. 



"The trsiffedy tsjgoetical, dramatic, and founded on a ^ood story ... we 
find a work of much power and'beauty. * Lost Hsa>pine8s ' is evidently a sequel 
to the dedication of the book ; and after reading this sympathetic strain to the 
memory of a dear one departed, we are the more convinced of Evelyn Pyne's 
powers. He has the intensity of feelinSi the felicity of expression, and the rare 
skill to convey to others his own emotions. . . . We briefly conclude our notice 
of this refreshing book by saying, that it gives much, or promises much."— Z.iiyr- 
pool Mail. 

** The figure of Mme. Roland is an especially fine delineation . . . Her 
speeches are moving in their pathos, and form some of the most powerful in the 
tragedy. . . . ' Lost Happiness ' and ' Dulcamara ' are graphic love themes 
imbued with deep human sympathy, the former being written in the most im- 
petuous flow of ringing verse that we have read in recent poetry." — Yorkshire 
Post, 

" Some of the personages are wonderfully finely drawn, with both strength 
and subtlety to the lines of portraiture, and the grouping and pose of the figures 
is, from first to last, admirable. . . . The blank verse in which the greater part 
of the drama is written ... is generally flexible and vigorous, and occasionally 
singularly beautiful. The volume contains much both to interest and charm."— 
Liverpool Argns^ 

"This drama has much to please the reader. There is no lack of swift- 
changing incidents . . . there is vigorous expression of very noble sendment ; 
and there are some songs, now sweet and tender, now luminous and stirring, but 
always very musical." — Liotrpool Porcupine, 

** This is a finely written dramatic poem, in which the Girondists, Monta- 
gnards and Revolutionists, King Louis, Marie Antoinette, and Mme. Roland, 
Kaoul, and other characters are portrayed with striking skill and beauty of dic- 
tion. The work has already won high praise from the chief reviews, and is 
destined to rank among the ablest of modem dramatic productions. Our tastes 
lead us to prefer the shorter though still stately poems that fill the second half of 
the book. Of these, the one on ' Lost Happiness ' is conspicuous for its wealth 
of £eincy and grace of form. With the freedom of Poe's ' Bells ' the lines flow on 
io charming measures,^ and the rich melody suggested harmonizes with the 
thoughts. This poem is worthy of Swinburne, and would grace even his gor* 
geous fancy. The book throughout is far above the common level of what is 
nowadays labelled 'poetry.'* — The Bedford Bee. 

*'The tone of the several poems b somewhat sad, though some of the lines 
are full of poetic fervour and beauty, as witness a single stanza : 

' Sank into stillness the mystical singing. 
Faintly the pale stars shone overhead ; 
Plashing of ocean heard distantly ringing 
Greeted the rising moon, rosy-red.' 
' Tlustle Blossom ' a pathetic love>story written in various metres." — BookulUr. 

"This drama Is written with considerable spirit. . . . The best character is 
the patriotic Mme. Roland, whose noble bearing before the tribunal, in prison, 
and at the guillotine elicits our admiration." — The Queen. 

" His verse has a certain strength about it, especially in the more rhetorical 
passages, nor do his characters lack dignity. Mme. Roland's character is not 
without force and impressivcness. The other poems show considerable power of 
e3q>ression." — Spectator. 

"The clear rapid movement of the drama . . . the fineness of the blank 
verse, which is indeed technically quite perfect. ... A very noble play, the 
whole of which would need to be read and studied, in order to understand the 
eiccellence of the execution. ... * Thistle Blossom ' a very high, pure, and 
passionate poem. . . ." — /rt'sA Monthly. 
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Crown 8vo, I2s. 6d, 

BALDWIN, Capt. J. -^— The Large and Small Game of 
Bengal and the North-'VS^estern Provinces of India. 
With 20 Illustrations New and Cheaper Edition. Small 4to, 
\Q5. 6d. 

BALLIN, Ada S. and F. Z.— A Hebrew Grammar. With 
Exercises selected from the Bible. Crown 8to^ 7^. td. 

BARCLAY, -£fl^.— Mountain Life in Algeria. With numerous 
Illustrations by Photogravure. Crown 4to, 16^. 

BARLOW, James J/.^The Ultimatum of Pessimism. An 

Ethical Study. Demy 8vo, 6^. 

BARNES, Wii/iam.— Outlines of Redecraft (Logic), With 
English Wording. Crown 8vo, 3^. 

BAUR, Ferdinand, Dr. Ph.— A. Philological Introduction to 
Greek, and Latin for Students. Translated and adapted 
from the German, by C. Kegan Paul, M.A., and E. D. 
Stone, M.A. Third Edition. Crown 8vo, 6j. 

BELLARS, Rev. fT.— The Testimony of Conscience to the 
Truth and Divine Origin of the Christian Revela- 
tion. Burney Prize Essay. Small crown 8vo, 3J. fid. 
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BELLINGHAM^ Henryy il/.P.— Social Aspects of Catholicism 
and Protestantism in their Civil Bearing upon 
Nations. Translated and adapted from the French of M. le 
Baron de Haulleville. With a preface by His Eminence 
Cardinal Manning. Second and Cheaper Edition. Crown 
8yo, 3x. dd, 

BELLINGHAM, ff, Behches Graham,— X5^ and Downs of 
Spanish Travel. Second Edition, Crown 8vo, $s. 

BENN," Alfred ^.—The Greek Philosophers. 2 vols. Demy 
8vo, 28j. 

BENTy y. Theodore,— Ci&ti^Q}2L\ How the Republic Rose and Fell. 
With 18 Illustrations. Demy 8yo, i8f. 

BLACKLEYy Rev, W, i".— Essays on Pauperism. i6mo. Cloth, 
IJ. (id, ; sewed, is. 

BLECKLEYy Zr<!wr^« — Socrates and the Athenians: An 
Apology. Crown 8vo, 2s, 6d, 

BLOOMFIELDy The Lady. — Reminiscences of Court and Dip- 
lomatic Life. With 3 Portraits and 6 Illustrations. Sixth 
Edition, 2 vols., 8vo, cloth, T&s, 

*»* New and Cheaper Edition. With Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

BLUNT, The Ven. Archdeacon. — The Divine Patriot, and other 
Sermons. Preached in Scarborough and in Cannes. New 
and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo, 4J-. 6d, 

BLUNT, fVi/fred S.—The Future of Islam. Crown 8vo, 6s, 

BOOLE, A^ry-— Symbolical Methods of Study. Crown 8vo, 5^. 

BOUVERIE'PUSEY, S, E. ^.—Permanence and Evolution. 
An Inouiry into the Supposed Mutability of Animal Types. 
Crown 8vo, 5x. 

BOWEN, H, C, 3/;^.— Studies in English. For the use of Modern 
Schools. Seventh Thousand. Small crown 8vo, is, 6d. 

English Grammar for Beginners. Fcap. 8vo, is, 

BRADLEY, F. ^.— The Principles of Logic. Demy 8vo, idr. 

BRJDGETT, Rev, T, ^.—History of the Holy Eucharist in 
Great Britain. 2 vols. Demy 8vo, i&r. 

BRODRICK, the Hon, G, C— Political Studies. Demy 8vo, 14?. 

BROOKE, Rev, S, ^4.— Life and Letters of the Late Rev. F. W. 
Robertson, M.A. Edited by. 

I, Uniform with Robertson's Sermons. 2 vols. With Steel 

Portrait, yj. 6d. 
II. Library Edition. With Portrait. 8vo, I2s, 
III. A Popular Edition. In i vol., 8vo, 6s, 
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BROOKE, Rev, S, A.^Continued, 

The Fight of Faith. Sermons preached on various occasions. 
Fifth Edition. Crown 8vo, fs, 6d, 

The Spirit of the Christian Life. New and Cheaper Edition. 
Crown 8vo, 5^. 

Theology in the English Poets.— Cowper, Coleridge, Words- 
worth, and Bums. Fifth and Cheaper Edition. Post 8vo, 5^". 

Christ in Modern Life. Sixteenth and Cheaper Edition. 
Crown 8vo, 5j. 

Sermons. First Series. Thirteenth and Cheaper Edition. Crown 
8vo, 5j. 

Sermons. Second Series. Sixth and Cheaper Edition, Crown 
8vo, 5j. 

BROWN, Rev, J, Baldwin, ^.^.— The Higher Life. Its ReaUty, 
Experience, and Destiny. Sixth Edition. Crown 8vo, 5j". 

Doctrine of Annihilation in the Light of the Gospel of 
I-<ove. Five Discourses. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo, 2J. (yd. 

The Christian Policy of Life. A Book for Young Men of 
Business. Third Edition. Crown 8vo, 3^. 6^. 

BROWN, S. Borton, B,A.—Tlie Fire Baptism of all Flesh; 
or. The Coming Spiritual Crisis of the Dispensation. Crown 
8vo, 6s. 

BROWN, Horatio i^.— Life on the Lagoons. With two Illustrations 
and Map. Crown 8vo, 6j. 

BROWNBILL, ^^».— Principles of English Canon Law. 
Part I. General Introduction. Crown 8vo, 6j. 

BROWNE, W, -ff.— The Inspiration of the New Testament. 
With a Preface by the Rev. J. P. NoRRis, D.D. Fcap. 8vo, 2J. 6^. 

BURDETT, Henry C— Hints in Sickness— ^SVhere to Go and 
AAThat to Do. Crown 8vo, \s, 6d, 

BURTON, Mrs, RicAard.— The Inner Life of Syria, Palestine, 
and the Holy Land. Cheaper Edition in one volume. 
Large post 8vo, Js, 6d, 

BUSBECQ, Ogier Ghiselin dT^f.—His Life and Letters. By Charles 
Thornton FoRSTER, M.A., and F. H. Blackburne Daniell, 
M.A. 2 vols. With Frontispieces. Demy 8vo, 24J. 

CARPENTER, W, B., LL,D., M.D., F,R,S., efc.—The Principles 
of Mental Physiology. With their Applications to the 
Training and Discipline of the Mind, and the Study of its Morbid 
Conditions. Illustrated. Sixth Edition. 8vo, izs. 

Catholic Dictionary. Containing some account of the Doctrine, 
Discipline, Rites, Ceremonies, Councils, and Religious Orders of 
the Catholic Church. By William E. Addis and Thomas 
Arnold, M.A. Second Edition. Demy 8vo, 21s, 
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CER V ANTES, — Journey to Parnassus. Spanish Text, with Trans- 
lation into Engli^ Tercets, Preface, and Illustrative Notes, bf 
James Y. Gibson. Crown 8vo, i2j. 

CIIEYNE, Rev, T, ^.— The Prophecies of Isaiah. Translated 
with Critical Notes and Dissertations. 2 vols. Third Edition. 
Demy 8vo, 25J. 

CLAIRAUT.^'EierOieDAs of Geometry. Translated by Dr. 
Kaines. With 145 Figures. Crown 8vo, 4J. 6<j?. 

CLAYDEN.P, ^.—England under Lord Beaeonsfi^d. The 
Political History of the Last Six Years, from the end of 1873 to 
the beginning of 1880. Second Edition, with Index and con- 
tinuation to March, 1880. Demy 8vo, i6j. 

Samuel Sharpe. Egyptologist and Translator of die Bible. 
Crown 8vo, dr. 

CLIFFORD, Samm/,^MirhJELt Think Ye of the Christ? Crown 
8vo, 6s, 

CLODD, Edwardy F.R.A,S.—T)ie Childhood of the World : a 
Simple Account of Man in Early Times. Seventh Edition. 
Crown 8vo, 3*. 

A Special Edition for Schools. is» 

The ChUdhoc d of Religions. Including a Simple Account of' 
the Birth anc Growth of Myths and Legends. Eighth Thousand. 
Crown 8vo, [ s. 

A Special Edition for Schools, is, 6d, 

Jesus of Nazareth. With a brief sketch of Jewish History to the 
Time of His Birth. Small crown 8vo, 6s, 

COGHLAN, J, CoU, D.D.—TUxe Modern Pharisee and other 
Sermons. Edited by the Very Rev. H. H. Dickinson, D.D., 
Dean of Chapel Royal, Dublm. New and Cheaper Edition. 
Crown 8vo, 7j. 6d, 

COLERIDGE, Azra.— Memoir and Letters of Sara Coleridge. 

Edited by her Daughter. With Index. Cheap Edition. With 
Portrait. 7j. 6d, 

Collects Exemplified. Being Illustrations from the Old and New 
Testaments of the Collects for the Sundays after Trinity. By the 
Author of " A Commentary on the Epistles and Gk»spels.*' Edited 
by the Rev, Joseph Jackson. Crown 8vo, 5^. 

CONNELL, A, ^—Discontent "and Danger in India. Small 
crown 8vo, 3J. 6d, 

The Economic Revolution of India. Crown 8vo, 4J. 6d. 

CORY, William.-.^ Guide to Modem English History. Part I. 
—MDCCCXV.-MDCCCXXX. Demy 8vo, or. Part II.— 
MDCCCXXX.-MDCCCXXXV., 15^. 

COTTERILL, H, B,—An Introduction to the Study of Poetry. 
Crown 8vo, 7x. 6d, 
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COX, Rev, Sir George JV., M.A., Bart. — A History of Greece from 
the Karliest Period to the end of the Persian "War. 
New Edition. 2 vols. Demy 8vo, 3dr. 

The Mythology of the Aryan Nations. New Edition. 
Demy 8vo, i6s. 

Tales of Ancient Greece. New Edition. Small crown 8vo, 6s. 

A Manual of Mythology in the form of Question and 
Ans'iver. New Edition. Fcap. 8vo, 3J. 

An Introduction to the Science of Comparative Myth- 
ology and Folk-Lore. Second Edition. Crown 8vo. 7^. 6t/. 

COXy Rev. Sir G. W., M.A., Bart., and JONES, Eustace Hinton.— 
Popular Romances of the Middle Ages. Third 
Edition^ in i toL Crown 8vo, 6j. 

COX, Rev. Samuel, 2?.Z?.— Salvator Mundi ; or, Is Christ the Saviour 
of all Men ? Eighth Edition. Crown 8vo, $s. 

The Genesis of Cvil, and other Sernaons, mainly expository. 
Third Edition. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

A Commentary on the Book of Job. With a Translation. 
Demy 8vo, i$s. 

The Larger Hope. A Sequel to " Salvator MundL" i6mo, is. 

CRA VEN, Mrs.— A. Year's Meditations. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

CRAWFURD, Oswald,— IPortixgal, Old and New. WHh lUostra- 
tions and Maps. New and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo, 6s, 

CSOZ/ER, John Beattie, M.B,—li)xe Religion of the Future. 
Crown 8vOj 6s. 

DAN/ELL, Clartnmt, — The Gold Treasure of India. An Inquiry 
into its Amount, the Cause of its Accumulation, and the Proper 
Means of using it as Money. Crown 8vo, 5^. 

Darkness and Dawn : the Peaceful Birth of a New Age. Small 
crown 8vo, 2j. 6d. 

DAVIDSON, Rev. Samuel, D.D., ZZ.Z?.— Canon of the Bible; 
Its Formation, History, and Fluctuations. Third and Revised 
Edition. Small crown 8vo, 5.^. 

The Doctrine of Last Things contained in the New Testa- 
ment compued with the Notions of the Jews and the Statements 
of Church Creeds. Small crown 8vo, 3^. 6d. 

Da VIDSON, Thomas, — ^The Parthenon Frieze, and other Essays. 
Crown 8vo, 6s, 

DAWSON, Geo., M.A, Prayers, with a Discourse on Prayer. 
Edited by his Wife. First Series. Eighth Edition. Crown 
8vo, 6s, 

Prayers, with a Discourse on Prayer. Edited by George 
St. Clair. Second Series. Crown 8vo, 6s, 
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DAWSON^ Geo,^ M.A.-^ontintud, 

Sermons on Disputed Points and Special Occasions. 
Edited, by his Wife. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo, 6j. 

Sermons on Dally Life and Duty. Edited by his Wife. 
Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo, 6j. 

The Authentic Gospel, and other Sermons. Edited by 
George St. Clair. Third Edition. Crown 8vo, 6s, 

Three Books of God : Nature, History, and Scripture. 
Sermons edited by George St. Clair. Crown 8vo, 6x. 

DE yONCOURT, Madame il/a«>.— 'Wholesome Cookery. Second 
Edition. Crown Svo^ jj. 6^. 

DE LONG, Lieut, Com, G, fF.— The Voyage of the Jeannette. 
The Ship and Ice Journals of. Edited by his Wife, Emma 
De Long. With Portraits, Maps, and many Illustrations on 
wood and stone. 2 vols. Demy 8vo, 36^. 

DESPREZ, Philip S,, ^5./?.— Daniel and John ; or. The Apocalypse 
of the Old and that of the New Testament. Demy 8vo, I2J. 

DEVEREUX, W, Cope, R,N,, F,R.G,S,— Fair Italy, the Riviera, 
and Monte Carlo. Comprising a Tour through North and 
South Italy and Sicily, with a short account of Malta. Crown 
8vo, 6s. 

DOWDEN, Edward, ZZ.Z?.— Shakspere : a Critical Study of his 
Mind and Art. Seventh Edition. Post 8vo, i2Jr. 

Studies in Literature, 1 789-1877. Third Edition. Large 
post 8vo, 6s, 

DUFFIELD, A. y.— Don Quixote: his Critics and Commen- 
tators. With a brief account of the minor works of Miguel de 
Cervantes Saavedra, and a statement of the aim and end of 
the greatest of them all. A handy book for general readers. 
Crown 8vo, 31. 6d, 

DU MONCEL, Count, — The Telephone, the Microphone, and 
the Phonograph. With 74 Illustrations. Second Edition. 
Small crown 8vo, ^, 

DURUY, Victor,— Iriislory of Rome and the Roman People. 
Edited by Prof. Mahaffy. With nearly 3000 Illustrations. 4to. 
Vol. I. in 2 parts, 30?. 

EDGEWORTH, F, K— Mathematical Psychics. An Essay on 
the Application of Mathematics to Social Science. Demy 8vo, 
7j. 6d. 

Educational Code of the Prussian Nation, in its Present 
Form. In accordance with the Decisions of the Common Pro- 
vincial Law, and with those of Recent Legislation. Crown 8vo, 
2J. 6d, 
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Kducation Library. Edited by Philip Magnus : — 

An Introduction to the History of Educational 
Theories. By Oscar Browning, M.A. Second Edition. 

Old Greek Education. By the Rev. Prof. Mahaffy, M.A. 
Second Edition. 3^. dd. 

School Management. Including a general view of the work 
of Education, Organization and Discipline. By Joseph Landon. 
Third Edition, 6j. 

Eighteenth Century Essays. Selected and Edited by Austin 
DoBSON* With a Miniature Frontispiece by R. Caldecott. 
Parchment Library Edition, 6x. ; vellum, 7^. ^, 

ELSDALE, Henry,— StMdies in Tennyson's Idylls. Crown 8vo, 5^. 

ELYOT, Sir Thomas,— The Boke named the Gouernour. Edited 
from the First Edition of 1531 by Henry Herbert Stephen 
Croft, M.A., Barrister-at-Law. With Portraits of Sir Thomas 
and Lady Elyot, copied by permission of her Majesty from Hol> 
bein*s Original Drawings at Windsor Castle. 2 vols. Fcap. 4to, 
SOS, 

Enoch the Prophet. The Book of. Archbishop Laurence's Trans- 
lation, with an Introduction by the Author of ** The Evolution of 
Christianity." Crown 8vo, 5^. 

Eranus. A Collection of Exercises in the Alcaic and Sapphic Metres. 
Edited by F. W. CoRNiSH, Assistant Master at Eton. Second 
Edition. Crown 8vo, ^. 

EVANS^ Mark.— Tlie Story of Our Father's Love, told to 
Children. Sixth and Cheaper Edition. With Four Illustrations. 
Fcap. Svo, IJ. 6d, 

A Book of Common Prayer and Worship for House- 
hold Use, compiled exclusively from the Holy Scriptures. 
Second Edition. Fcap. Svo, is. 

The Gospel of Home Life. Crown Svo, 4r. 6d, 

The King's Story- Book. In Three Parts. Fcap. Svo, is. 6d, 
each. 

♦^* Parts I, and II. with Eight Illustrations and Two Picture Maps, 

now ready. 

"Fan Kwae" at Canton before Treaty Days 1825-1844. 

By an old Resident. With Frontispiece. Crown Svo, 5^. 

FLECKERy Rev, Eliezer, — Scripture Onomatology. Being Critical 
Notes on the Septuagint and other Versions. Second Edition. 
Crown Svo, 3J. 6^. 

FLOREDICE, IV, //,—A Month among the Mere Irish. Small 
ciown Svo, 5/. 
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FOWLE, Rev, T, Jl^.— The Divine X^egatioii of Christ. Cioim 

8vo, 7j. 

FULLER.Rev. Morris.'-The ILiOrd's Day ; or, Christian Sunday. 

Its Unity, History, Philosophy, and Perpetual Obligation. 
Sermons. Demy 8vo, loj. 6d. 

GARDINER, Samuel R,, and % BASS MULLINGER, Af.A,— 
Introduction to the Study of Hnglish History. Second 
Edition. Large crown 8vo, 9s, 

GARDNER, Dorsey.—QmLire Bras, Ligny, and ^Waterloo. A 
Narrative of the Campaign in Belgium, 1815. With Maps and 
Plans. DemySvo, i6x. 

Genesis in Advance of Present Science. A Critical Investigation 
of Chapters I.-IX. By a Septuagenarian Beneficed Presbyter. 
Demy 8vo. lOf. 6ti, 

GENNA, -S. — Irresponsible Philanthropists. Being some 
Chapters go. the Employment of Gentlewomen. Small crown 
8vo, 2s. 6d. 

GEORGE, Henry, — Progress and Poverty : An Inquiry into the 
Causes of Industrial Depressions, and of Increase of Want with 
Increase of Wealth. The Remedy. Fifth Library Edition. 
Post 8vo, 7^. 6d, Cabinet Edition. Crown 8vo, 2s, 6d, Also a 
Cheap Edition. Limp cloth, is. ^, Paper covers, is. 

Social Problems. Fourth Thousand. Crown 8vo, 5^:. Cheap 
Edition. Sewed, is, 

GIBSON, James K —Journey to Parnassus- Composed by MrctJEL 
DE Cervantes Saavedra. Spanish Text, with Translation into 
English Tercets, Preface, and Illustrative Notes, by. ^ CroiMi 
8vo, I2s, 

Glossary of Terms and Phrases. Edited by the Rev. H. Percy 
Smith and others. Medium 8vo, 12s, 

GLOVER, F,, M,A, — Exempla Latina. A First Construing Book, 
with Short Notes, Lexicon, and an Introduction to the Analysis 
of Sentences. Second Edition. Fcap. 8vo, 2J. 

GOLDSMID, Sir Francis Henry, Bart,, Q,C,, ^.P.— Menaoir of. 
With Portrait. Second Edition, Revised. Crown 8vo, 6j. 

GOODENOUGHy Commodore J, G, — Memoir of, with Extracts from 
his Letters and Journals. Edited by his Widow. With Steel 
Engraved Portrait. Third Edition. Crown 8vo, 5^. 

GOSSE, Edmund ^.—Studies in the Literature of Northern 
Euroi)e. With a Frontispiece designed and etched by Ahna 
Tadema. New and Cheaper Edition. Large crown 8vo, 6j. 

Seventeenth Century Studies. A Contribution to the History 
of English Poetry. Demy 8vo, los, 6d, 

GOULD, Rev, S. Baring, M,A, — Germany, Present and Past. 

New and Cheaper Edition. Large crown 8vo, 7^. 6/f. 
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GOWAN^ Major Walter E, — A. IvanolT's Russian Grammar. 
(i6th Edition.) Translated, enlarged, and arranged for use of 
Students of the Russian Language. Demy 8vo, 6x. 

GOWER^ Lord Ronald, My Reminiscences. Second . Edition. 
3 vols. With Frontispieces. Demy 8vo, 301. 

*«* Also a Cheap Edition. With Portraits. Large crown 8vo, 7j. dd, 

GRAHAM^ William, M.A.—The Creed of Science, Religious, Moral, 
and Social. Second Edition, Revised. Crown 8vo, dr. 

GRIFFITH, Thomas, AM.—The Gospel of the Divine Life : a. 
Study of the Fourth Evangelist Demy 8vo, 14J. 

GRIMLEY, Rev, H, N., M.A, — Tremadoc Sermons, chiefly on 
the Spiritual Body, the Unseen ^World, and the^ 
Divine Humanity. Fourth Edition. Crown 8to, 6j. 

G, S, S, — A Study of the Prologue and Kpilogue in English 
Literature from Shakespeare to Dryden. Crown 
8vo, 5J. 

GUSTAFSON, ^,— The Foundation of Death. Crown 8vo. 

HAECKEL, Prof, Entsl.^The History of Creation. Translation 
revised by Professor E. Ray Lankester-, M.A., F.R.S. With 
Coloured Plates and Genealogical Trees of the various groups 
of both Plants and Animals. 2 vols. Third Edition. Post 
8vo, 32J. 

The History of the Kvolution of Man. With numerous 
Illustrations. 2 vols. Post 8vo, 32^. 

A Visit to Ceylon. Post 8vo, 7s, 6d, 

Freedom in Science and Teaching. With a Prefatory Note 
by T. H. Huxley, F.R.S. Crown 8vo, 5x. 

Half-Crown Series :— 

A Lost Love. By Anna C. Ogle [Ashford Owen]. 

Sister Dora : a Biography. By Margaret Lonsdale. 

True IWords for Brave Men : a Book for Soldiers and Sailors. 
By the late Charles Kingsley. 

Notes of Travel : being Extracts from the Journals of Count VoN 

MOLTKE. 

Snglish Sonnets. Collected and Arranged by J. Dennis. 

LK>ndon Lyrics. By F. Locker. 

Home Songs for Quiet Hours. By the Rev. Canon R. H. 
Baynes. 

HARROP, ^tf^<fr/.— Bolingbroke. A Political Study and Criticism. 
DemySyo, 14J. 

HART, Rev. J. W, r.— The Autobiography of Judas Iscariot.. 
A Character Study. Crown 8vo, 3J. 6</. 
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HAWEISy Rev. H, R., il/.^.—Gurrent Coin. Materialism— The 
Devil — Crime — Drunkenness — Pauperism — Emotion — Recreation 
^The Sabbath. Fifth and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo, 5j. 

Arroivs in the Air. Fifth and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo, 51. 

Speech in Season. ^Fifth and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo, 5J. 

Thoughts for the Times. Thirteenth and Cheaper Edition. 
Crown 8vo, 5j, 

Unsectarian Family Prayers. New and Cheaper Edition. 
Fcap. 8vo, ij. (id, 

HAWKINS^ Edwards Cotnerford. — Spirit and Form. Sermons 
preached in the Parish Church of Leatherhead. Crown 8vo, 6j. 

MAWTHORNE, NathanUL'^'SN[oT\iLa, Complete in Twelve Volumes. 
Large post 8vO| 7^. 6df. each volume. 

Vol. I. Twice-told Tales. 

II. Mosses from an Old Manse. 

III. The House of the Seven Gables, and The Snow 

Image. 

IV. The Wonderbook, Tanglewood Tales, and Grand- 

father's Chair. 
V. The Scarlet Letter, and The Blithedale Romance. 
VI. The Marble Faun. [Transformation.] 

vTll [ ^"^ ^^^ Home, and English Note-Books. 

IX. American Note-Books. 
X. French and Italian Note-Books. 
XI. Septimius Felton, The Dolliver Romance, Fanshawe, 
AND, IN AN Appendix, The Ancestral Footstep. 
XII. Tales and Essays, and other Papers, with a Bio- 
graphical Sketch of Hawthorne. 

HA YES, A, A., yunr.—N&w Colorado, and the Santa Fe Trail. 
With Map and 60 Illustrations. Square 8vo, 9^. 

HENNESSY, Sir John /V^-— Ralegh in Ireland. With his Letters 
on Irish Affairs and some Contemporary Documents. Large crown 
8vo, printed on h^nd-made paper, parchment, loj. td, 

HENRY, PAtitp,—T>isLvies and Letters of. Edited by Matthew 
Henry Lee, M.A. Large crown 8yo, 7j. 6d, 

HIDE, A/bgrt.—The Age to Come. Small crown 8vo, 2s. 6d, 

HIME, Major H W, Z., ^.^.— "Wagnerism ; A Protest. Crown 
8vo, 2 J. dd, 

HINTON, J^—IAl^ and Letters. Edited by Ellice Hopkins, with 

an Introduction by Sir W. W. Gull, Bart., and Portrait 

engraved on Steel by C. H. Jeens. Fourth Edition. Crown 
8vo, 8j. dd. 

Philosophy and Religion. Second Edition. Crown 8vo, 5x. 
The Law Breaker. Crown 8vo. 
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HINTON, y,—coniifttud. 

The Mystery of Pain. New Edition. Fcap. 8vo, i^. 

GCodson of Hodson's Horse ; or, Twelve Years of a Soldier's Life 
in India. Being extracts from the Letters of the late MajoF 
W. S. R. Hodson. With a Vindication from the Attack of Mr. 
Bosworth Smith. Edited by his brother, G. H. HoDSON, M.A. 
Fourth Edition. Large crown 8vo, 51. 

HOLTHAM, E. C7.— Eight Years in Japan, 1873-1881. Work, 
Travel, and Recreation. With three Maps. Large crown 8vo, 9J. 

HOOPER, Mary.—lAiMe Dinners : Ho^w to Serve them with 
Klegance and Kconomy. Eighteenth Edition. Crown 
8vo, 2J. 6d. 

Cookery for Invalids, Persons of Delicate Digestion, 
and Children. Third Edition. Crown 8vo, 2s. 6d. 

Every-Day Meals. Being Economical and Wholesome Recipes 
for Breakfast, Luncheon, and Supper. Fifth Edition. Crown 
8vo, 2s. 6d* 

HOPKINS, Ellice.—Uite and Letters of James Hinton, with an 
Introduction by Sir W. W. Gull, Bart., and Portrait engraved 
on Steel by C. H. Jeens. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo, 8j. 6d, 

^Work amongst ^Working Men. Fifth Edition. Crowij 
8vo, 3J. 6d, 

HOSPITAtlER, ^.— The Modern Applications of Electricity. 
Translated and Enlarged by Julius Maier, Ph.D. 2 vols. 
Second Edition, Revised, with many additions and numerous 
Illustrations. Demy 8vo, I2j. 6^. each volume. 
Vol. I. — ^Electric Generators, Electric Light. 
Vol. II. — Telephone : Various Applications : Electrical 
Transmission of Energy. 

Household Readings on Prophecy. By a Layman. Small 
crown 8vo, 3J. dd, 

HUGHES, Henry,— UliQ Redemption of the "World. Crown 8vo, 
y. 6d. 

HUNTINGFORD, Rev, E,, D.C.L.'-rhe Apocalypse. With a 
Commentary and Introductory Essay. Demy 8vo, 5j. 

HUTTON, Arthur, il/.^.— The Anglican Ministry : Its Nature 
and Value in relation to the Catholic Priesthood. With a Preface 
by His Eminence Cardinal Newman. Demy 8vo, 14J. 

HUTTON, Rev, C. /'.—Unconscious Testimony ; or. The Silent 
Witness of the Hebrew to the Truth of the Historical Scriptures. 
Crown 8vo, 25, 6d, 

HYNDMAN, H A/;— The Historical Basis of Socialism in 
Cngland. Large crown 8vo, 8j. 6fl?» 
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IM THURN^ Everard i?:— Among the Indians of Guiana. 
Being Sketches, chiefly anthropologic, from the Interior of British 
Guiana. With 53 Illustrations and a Map. Demj 8vo, i&r. 

Jaunt in a Junk : A Ten Days* Cruise in Indian Seas. Large crown 
8vo, 7j. 6k/. 

JENKlNSy E.y and RAYMOND, y.—The Architect's Legal 
Handbook. Third Edition, Revised. Crown 8vo, dr. 

JENNINGS, Mrs, F^w^iitfif.— Rahel : Her Life and Letters. Large 
post Svo, 7^. 6d. 

JERVISy Rev, W. ;Kf»/<y. — • The Galilean Church and the 
Revolution. A Sequel to the History of the Church of 
France, from the Concordat of Bologna to the Revolution. 
Demy Svo, i&. 

yOEL^ Z.— A Consul's Manual and Shipo^wmer's and Ship- 
xnaster's Practical Guide in their Transactions 
Abroad. With Definitions of Nautical, Mercantile, and Legal 
Terms ; a Glossary of Mercantile Terms in English, French, 
German, Italian, and Spanish ; Tables of the Money, Weights, 
and Measures of the Principal Commercial Nations and their 
Equivalents in British Standards ; and Forms of Consular and 
Notarial Acts. Demy Svo, 12s, 

JOHNSTONE, C. F,, M, A.— Historical Abstracts: being Outlines 
of the History of some of the less known States of Europe. 
Crown Svo, Js, 6d, 

JOLLYt William, F,R.S.E,^ ^/^.— The Life of John Duncan, 
Scotch Weaver and Botanist. With Sketches of his 
Friends and Notices of his Times. Second Edition. Large 
crown Svo, with etched portrait, 9J. 

JONES, C, ^.— The Foreign Freaks of Five Friends. With 30 
Illustrations. Crown Svo, 6j. 

JOYCE, P, W,, LL.D.y etc— Old Celtic Romances. Translated 
from the Gaelic. Crown Svo, ys, 6d, 

yOYNES, J. Z.— The Adventures of a Tourist in Ireland. 
Second edition. Small crown Svo, 2s. 6d, 

ICAUFMANN, Rev, M,, ^.^.— Socialism : its Nature, its Dangers, 
and its Remedies considered. Crown Svo, 7^. 6^. 

Utopias ; or. Schemes of Social Improvement, from Sir Thomas 
More to Karl Marx. Crown Svo, ^s, 

ICAY, David, if. ^. 6^. .S*.— Education and Educators. Crown Svo, 
7j. 6rfl 

JCA F, >j^/A.— Free Trade in Land. Edited by his Widow- With 
Preface by the Right Hon. John Bright, M.P. Sercnth 
Edition. Crown Svo, 5J. 
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inSMPIS, Thomas ^— -Of the Imitation of Christ. Parchment 
Library Edition. — Parchment or cloth, 6j. ; vellum, 7j. 6d, The 
Red Line Edition, fcap. 8vo, red edges, 2s.- 6d. The Cabinet 
Edition, small 8yo, cloth limp, i^. ; cloth boards, red edges, is, M, 
The Miniature Edition, red edges, 32mo, is, 

*^* All the above Editions may be had in various extra bindings. 

KENT^ C. — Corona Gatholica ad Petri sucoessorls Pedes 
Oblatai De Summl Pontiflcis Leonis XIII. As-- 
sumptione Kpigramma. In Quinquaginta Linguis. Fcap. 
4to, iSj. 

KETTLEWELL^ Rev, ^.—Thomas a Kempis and the Brothers 
of Common Life. 2 vols. With Frontispieces. Demy 8vo, 
30J. 

KIDD^ y^sepky J/IZ?.— -The Laivs of Therai>eutics ; or, the Science 
and ^t of Medicine. Second Edition. Crown 8vo, dr. 

KINGSFORD, Annay M,D,—TtiQ Perfect "Way in Diet. A 
Treatise advocating a Return to the Natural and Ancient Food of 
our Race. Small crown 8vo, 2s, 

KINGSLEYy Charles, Af.A.—X^etteTS and Memories of his Life. 
Edited by his Wife. With two Steel Engraved Portraits, and 
Vignettes on Wood. Fourteenth Cabinet Edition. 2 vols. Crown 
8vo, I2X. 

%* Also a People's Edition, in one volume. With Portrait. jCrown 

8vo, 6s, 

All Sainted Day, and other Sermons. Edited by the Rev. W. 
Harrison. TTiird Edition. Crown 8vo, 7s. Sd, 

Tree ^Vords for Brave Men- A Book for Soldiers' and 
Sailors* Libraries. Tenth Edition. Crown 8vo, 2s, 6d, 

KNOX^ Alexatider A, — The New Playground ; or, Wanderings in 
Algeria. New and cheaper edition. Large crown Svo, 6s, 

LANDON, Joseph, — School Management ; Including a General View 
of Uie Work of Education, Organization, and Discipline. Third 
Edition. Crown Svo, 6£. 

LAURIE^ S. .S:— The Training of Teachers, and other Educational 
Papers. Crown Svo, ys, 6d, 

LEE, Rev, F, (7., /?.C.Z.— The Other 'World ; or. Glimpses of the 
Supernatural. 2 vols. A New Edition. Crown Svo, i^s. 

Letters from a Toung Kmigrant in Manitoba. Second Edition. 
Small crown Svo, 3^. 6d, 

LEWISy Edward Dillon.— A. Draft Code of Criminal Law and 
Procedure. Demy Svo, 21s. 

LILLTE, Arthur, Af,R.A,S,^T}ie Popular Life of Buddha. 
Containing an Answer to the Hibbert Lectures of 1881. With 
Illustrations. Crown Svo, 6s, 
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LLOYD, lf^a//£r.— The Hope of the World : An Essay on Universal 

Redemption. Crown 8vo, 5j. 

LONSDALE y Margarei.— Sister Dora : a Biography. With Portrait. 
Twenty-seventh Edition. Crown 8vo, 2s. 6d, 

LOUNSBURYy Thomas ^.— James Fenimore Cooper. Cro\^Ti 
8vo, 5j, 

LOWDER, CharUs.^P^ Biography. By the Author of " St. Teresa." 
New and Cheaper Edition. Crown Svo. With Portrait. 3J. 6d. 

IsYTTONy Edward Bulwer, lutrd.—lAte, Letters and Literary 
Remains. By his Son, the Earl of Lytton. With Portraits, 
Illustrations and Facsimiles. Demy Svo. Vols. I. and II., 32;. 

MACAULA Y, G. C— Francis Beaumont : A Critical Study. Crown 
Svo, $s. 

MAC CALLUM, M, >F.— Studies in Low German and High 
German Literature, Crown Svo, 6s, 

MACDONALD, Ggor^, —Donal Grant. A New Novel. 3 vols. 
Crown Svo, 3IJ. 6d, 

MACHIAVELLI, Niccotb, — TAie and Times. By Prof. Villari. 
Translated by Linda Villari. 4 vols. Large post, Svo, 4&r. 

MACIIIAVELLI, A^iVr^i^.— Biscourses on the First Decade of 
Titus Livius. Translated from the Italian by Ninian Hill 
Thomson, M.A. Large crown Svo, I2j. 

The Prince. Translated from the Italian by N. H. T. Small 
crown Svo, printed on hand-made paper, bevelled boards, 6j. 

MACKENZIE, Alexander,— 'Bsyv India is Governed. Being an 
Account of England's Work in India. Small crown Svo, 2f. 

MACNAUGHTy Rev. yohn.—Cc&iia, Domini : An Essay on the Lord's 
Supper, its Primitive Institution, Apostolic Uses, and Subsequent 
History, Demy Svo, i+r. 

MACIVALTER, Rev. G. i".— Life of Antonio Rosmini Serbati 
(Founder of the Institute of Charity). 2 vols. I>emy Svo. 

[Vol. I. now ready, price I2j. 

MAGNUS, jl/rj.— About the Je^fvs since Bible Times. From the 
Babylonian Exile till the English Exodus. Small crown Svo, 6s. 

MAIR, R. S., M.D., F.R.C.S.E.—Tlxe Medical Guide for Anglo- 
Indians. Being a Compendium of Advice to Europeans in 
India, relating to the Preservation and Regulation of Health. 
With a Supplement on the Management of Children in India. 
Second Edition. Crown Svo, limp cloth, 3^. 6d. 

MALDEN, Henry EUiot.— 'Vienna., 1683. The History and Conse- 
quences of the Defeat of the Turks before Vienna, September 
1 2th, 16S3, by John Sobleski, King of Poland, and Charles 
Leopold, Duke of Lorraine. Crown Svo, 4s, bd. 

Many Voices. A volume of Extracts from the Religious Writers of 
Christendom from the First to the Sixteenth Century. With 
liiographical Sketches. Crown Svo, cloth extra, red edges, 6s. 
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M4RKHAM^ Capt. Albert Hastings, ^.iV.—The Great Frozen Sea : 
A Personal Narrative of the Voyage of the Alert during the Arctic 
Expedition of 1875-6. With o Full-page Illustrations, 2 Maps, 
and 27 Woodcuts. Sixth and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo, 6j. 

A Polar Reconnaissance : being the Voyage of the Isbjdrn 
to Novaya Zemlya in 1879. With 10 Illustrations. Demy 8vo, i6j. 

Marriage and Maternity ; or, Scripture Wives and Mothers. Small 
crown 8vo, 4^. (>d, 

MARTINEAU, Gertrude,— 0\3L\X\n^ Lessons on Morals. Small 
crown 8vo» 3^. dd, 

MAUDSLEY, H., M.D.—Body and "Will. Being an Essay con- 
cerning Will, in its Metaphysical, Physiological, and Pathological 
Aspects. 8vo, 12s, 

McGRATH, Terence. — Pictures from Ireland. New and Cheaper 
Edition. Crown 8vo, 2s, 

MEREDITH^ ^.^.—Theo tokos, the Exaniple for "Woman. 
Dedicated, by permission, to Lady Agnes Wood. Revised by 
the Venerable Archdeacon Denison. 32mo, limp cloth, u. 6</. 

MILLERy Edward.— Tlie History and Doctrines of Irvingism ; 
or. The so-called Catholic and Apostolic Church. 2 vols. Large 
post 8vo, 25^. 

The Church in Relation to the State. Large crown 8vo, 
7j. 6d. 

MINCHINy 7. (7. —Bulgaria since the War : Notes of a Tour in 
the Autumn of 1879. Small crown 8vo, 3J. 6^. 

MITCHELLy Lucy M.—A History of Ancient Sculpture. With 
numerous Illustrations, including 6 Plates in Phototype. Super 
royal 8vo, 42J. 

Selections from Ancient Sculpture. Being a Portfolio con- 
taining Reproductions in Phototype of 36 Masterpieces of Ancient 
Art to illustrate Mrs. Mitchell's ** History of Ancient Sculpture." 
i8x. 

MITFORD, Bertram.— TliTOugh the Zulu Country. Its Battle- 
fields and its People. With five Illustrations. Demy 8vo, 14^. 

MOCKLERy E.—A Grammar of the Baloochee Language, as 
it is spoken in Makran (Ancient Gedrosia), in the Persia- Arabic 
and Roman characters. Fcap. 8vo, 5^. 

MOLESWORTHy Rev. W. Nassau, -^.^.— History of the Church 
of England from 1660. Large crown 8vo, 7j. 6d 

MORELL, 7. ^.—Euclid Simplified in Method and Language. 
Being a Manual of Geometry. Compiled from the most important 
French Works, approved by the University of Paris and the 
Minister of Public Instruction. Fcap. 8vo, 2j. 6^. 

c 
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MORRISi George,— Th.e Duality of all Divine Truth in our 
Lord Jesus Christ. For God*s Self-manifestation in the Impai- 
tation of the Divine Nature to Man. Large crown 8vo, Js, 6d, 

MORSE, E, ^., P-A.Z?.— First Book of Zoology. With numerous 
Illustrations. New and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo, 2j. 6d. 

MURPHY, John Nicholas, —TliQ Chair of Peter; or. The Papacy 
considered in its Institution, Development, and Organization, and 
in the Benefits which for over Eighteen Centuries it has conferred 
on Mankind. Demy 8vo, i8j. 

My Ducats and My Daughter. A New Novel. 3 vols. Crown 
8vo, 3 If. td, 

NELSON, y, H„ M,A,—K Prospectus of the Scientific Study 
of the Hindu La'sir. Demy 8vo, 9^. 

NEWMAN, Ctfr</»»a/.— Characteristics from the Writings of- 
Being Selections from his various Works. Arranged with the 
Author's personal Approval. Sixth Edition. With Portrait. 
Crown 8vo, 6s, 

•<^* A Portrait of Cardinal Newman, mounted for framing, can 

be had, 2s. 6d, 

NEWMAN, Francis Wi//iam,—KssaYS on Diet, Small crown 8vo, 
cloth limp, 2s, 

Nevr Truth and the Old Faith : Are they Incompatible ? By a 
Scientific Layman. Demy 8vo, los. 6d, 

New IWerther. By Loki. Small crown 8vo, 2s, 6d. 

NICHOLSON, Edward Byron,— Tlie Gospel according to the 
Hebreivs. Its Fragments Translated and Annotated, with a 
Critical Analysis of the External and Internal Evidence relating 
to it Demy 8vo, gs, 6d, 

A New Commentary on the Gospel according to 
Matthcnr. Demy 8vo, 12s, 

NICOLS, Arthur, F,G,S,, /^.^.C7. 5".— Chapters from the Physical 
History of the Karth : an Introduction to Geology and 
Palaeontology. With numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 5^. 

NOPS, Marianne, — Class lessons on Kuclld. Part I. containing 
the First Two Books of the Elements. Crown 8vo, 2j. (kL 

Notes on St. Paul's Epistle to the Galatians. For Readers of 
the Authorized Version or the Original Greek. Demy 8va, 2J. bd, 

Nuces : Exercises on the Syntax of the Public School Latin 
Primer. New Edition in Three Parts. Crown 8vo, each is,. 
*#* The Three Parts can also be had bound together, 3J. 

GATES, Frank, F,R,G,S,-—MsLtal)ele Land and the Victoria 
Falls. A Naturalist's Wanderings in the Interior of South 
Africa. Edited by C. G. Oates, B. A. With numerous lUustra^ 
tions and 4 Maps. Demy 8vo, 21s, 
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OGLE, W,, M,D.j /^.^.C./'.— Aristotle on the Parts of Animals. 

Translated, with Introduction and Notes. Royal 8vo, I2j. 6c/. 

O'HAGAN, Lord, A'./'. — Occasional Papers and Addresses. 
Luge crown 8vo, 7s, 6d, 

OKEN, Lorenzy Life of. By Alexander Ecker. With Explanatory 
Notes, Selections from Oken's Correspondence, and Portrait of the 
Professor. From the German by Alfred Tulk. Crown 8vo, 6j. 

(yMEARA, Kathleen. — Frederic Ozanam, Professor of the Sorbonne : 
His Life and Work. Second Edition. Crown 8vo, *js. 6d. 

Henri Perreyve and his Counsels to the Sick. Small 
crown 8yo, 5^ . 

OSBORNEy Rev, W, u4.— The Revised Version of the New Tes- 
tament. A Critical Commentary, with Notes upon the Text. 
Crown 8vo, 5j-> 

OTTLEY, H, Bickerstcth.--^}\e Great Dilemma. Christ His Own 
Witness or His Own Accuser. Six Lectures. Second Edition. 
Crown 8vo, 3J. 6d, 

Our Public Schools — Cton, Harrow, Winchester, Rugby, 
Westminster, Marlborough, The Charterhouse. 
Crown 8vo, 6s. 

OWEN, F. iJ/l— John Keats : a Study. Crown 8vo, di. 

Across the Hills. Small crown 8vo, is. 6d. 

OWENy Rev. Robert, ^ff./?.— Sanctorale Cathblicum ; or, Book of 
Saints. With Notes, Critical, Exegetical, and HistoricaL Demy 
8vo, i&r. 

OXENHAM, Rev. F. Nutcombe.—'WYidLX is the Truth as to Ever- 
lasting Punishnaent. Part II. Being an Historical Inquiiy 
into the Witness and Weight of certain Anti-Origenist Councils. 
Crown 8vo, 2s. 6d. 

OXONIENSIS. — Romanism, Protestantism, Anglicani3m. 
Being a Layman's View of some questions of the Day. Together 
with Remarks on Dr. Littledale's ** Plain Reasons against join- 
ing the Church of Rome." Crown 8vo, ^s. 6d. 

PALMER, the late William.— '^qX&& of a Visit to Russia In 
1840-1841. Selected and arranged by John H. Cardinal 
Newman, with portrait. Crown 8vo, 8j. 6d. 

Early Christian Symbolism. A Series of Compositions from 
Fresco Paintings, Glasses, and Sculptured Sarcophagi. Edited 
by the Rev. Provost Northcote, D.D., and the Rev. Canon 
Brownlow, M.A. In 8 Parts, each with 4 Plates. Folio, ^s. 
coloured ; y. plain. 

Parchmient Library. Choicely Printed on hand-made paper, limp 
parchment antique or cloth, 6s. ; vellum, 7j. 6d. each volume. 

The Book of Psalms. Translated by the Rev. T. K. Cheyne, 
M.A. 
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Parchment JMaveiTY— continued. 

The Vicar of ^STakefleld. With Preface and Notes by Austin 

DOBSON. 

Knglish Coznlc Dramatists. £dited by Oswald Crawfurd. 

English Lyrics. 

The Sonnets of John Milton. Edited by Mark Pattison. 
With Portrait after Vertue. 

Poems by Alfred Tennyson.. 2 vols. With miniature frontis- 
pieces by W. B. Richmond. 

French Lyrics. Selected and Annotated by George Saints- 
bury. With a miniature frontispiece designed and etched by 
H. G. Glindoni. 

Fables by Mr. John Gay. With Memoir by Austin Dobson, 
and an etched portrait from an unfinished Oil Sketch by Sir 
Godfrey Kneller. 

Select Letters of Percy Bysshe Shelley. Edited, with an 
Introduction, by Richard Garnett. 

The Christian Year. Thoughts in Verse for the Sundays and 
Holy Days throughout the Year. With Miniature Portrait of the 
Rev. J. Keble, after a Drawing by G. Richmond, R.A. 

Shakspere's 'Works. Complete in Twelve Volumes. 

Sighteenth Century £ssays. Selected and Edited by Austin 
DoBSON. With a Miniature Frontispiece by R. Caldecott. 

Q. Horati Flacci Opera. Edited by F. A. Cornish, Assistant 
Master at Eton. With a Frontispiece after a design by L. Alma 
Tadema, etched by Leopold Lowenstam. 

Edgar Allan Poe's Poems. With an Essay on his Poetry by 
Andrew Lang, and a Frontispiece by Linley Samboume. 

Shakspere's Sonnets. Edited by Edward Dowden. With a 
Frontispiece etched by Leopold Lowenstam, after the Death Mask. 

English Odes. Selected by Edmund W. Gosse. With Frontis- 
piece on India paper by Hamo Thomycroft, A.R.A. 

Of the Imitation of Christ. By Thomas k Kempis. A 
revised Translation. With Frontispiece on India paper, from a 
Design by W. B. Richmond. 

Tennyson's The Princess: a Medley. With a Miniature 
Frontispiece by H. M. Paget, and a Tailpiece in Outline by 
Gordon Browne. 

Poems: Selected from Percy Bysshe Shelley. Dedicated to 
Lady Shelley. With a Preface by Richard Garnett and a 
Miniature Frontispiece. 

Tennyson's In Memoriam. With a Miniature Portrait 
in eau-forte by Le Rat, after a Photograph by the late Mrs. 
Cameron. 

*♦* The above volumes may also be had in a variety of leather bindings. 
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PARSLOEy Joseph.^OMT Railways. Sketches, Historical and 
Descnptive. With Practical Information as to Fares and Rates, 
etc., and a Chapter on Railway Reform. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

PA ULi Alexander, — Short Parliaments. A History of the National 
Demand for frequent General Elections. Small crown 8vo, 3^. bd. 

PAULy C. Kegan, — Biographical Sketches, Printed on hand-made 
paper, bound in buckram. Second Edition. Crown 8vo, 7^. dd. 

PEARSONy Rev. 5.-- "Week-day Living. A Book for Young Men 
and Women, Second Edition. Crown 8vo, 5j. 

PESCHEL, Dr. Oscar.— TYiQ Races of Man and their Geo- 
graphical Distribution. Second Edition. Large crown 
8vo, 9J, 

PETERS, F. H.—Tlie Nicomachean Kthicsof Aristotle. Trans- 
lated by. Crown 8vo, 6s, 

PHIPSONy E. — The Animal I-ore of Shakspeare*^ Time. 
Including Quadrupeds, Birds, Reptiles, Fish and Insects. Large 
post 8yo, 9^. 

PIDGEONy D.—An Kngineer's Holiday ; or. Notes of a Round 
Trip from Long. o° to cP. New and Cheaper Edition. Large 
crown 8vo, ys. 6d. 

POPE J 7. Buckingham. — ^ailvrdLY Rates and Radical Rule. 
Trade Questions as Election Tests. Crown 8vo, 2j. 6d. 

PRICE, Prof. Bonamy. — Chapters on Practical Political 
Economy. Being the Substance of Lectures delivered before 
the University of Oxford. New and Cheaper Edition. Large 
post 8yo, 5x. 

Pulpit Commentary, The. (Old Testament Series.) Edited by the 
Rev. J. S. ExELL, M. A., and the Rev. Canon H. D. M. Spence. 

Genesis. By the Rev. T. Whitelaw, M.A. With Homilies by 
the Very Rev. J. F. Montgomery, D.D., Rev. Prof. R. A. 
Redford, M.A., LL.B., Rev. F. Hastings, Rev. W. 
Roberts, M.A. An Introduction to the Study of the Old 
Testament by the Venerable Archdeacon Farrar, D.D., F.R.S. ; 
and Introductions to the Pentateuch by the Right Rev. H. CoT- 
terill, D.D., and Rev. T. Whitelaw, M.A. Eighth Edition. 
I vol., 15J. 

Exodus. By the Rev. Canon Rawlinson. With Homilies by 
Rev. T. Orr, Rev. D. Young, B.A., Rev. C. A. Goodhart, 
Rev. J. XJrquhart, and the Rev. H. T. Robjohns. Fourth 
Edition. 2 vols., i8j. 

X^viticus. By the Rev. Prebendary Meyrick, M.A. With 
Introductions by the Rev. R. Collins, Rev. Professor A.' Cave, 
and Homilies by Rev. Prof. Redford, LL.B., Rev. J. A. 
Macdonald, Rev. W. Clarkson, B.A., Rev, S. R. Aldridge, 
LL.B., and Rev. McCheyne Edgar. Fourth Edition. 15J. 
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Pulpit Commentary, HYkB—conHnued. 

Numbers. By the Rev. R. Winterbotham, LL.B. With 
Homilies by the Rev. Professor W. Binnie, D.D., Rev. E. S. 
Prout, M.A., Rev. D. Young, Rev. J. Waite, and an Intro- 
duction by the Rev. Thomas Whitelaw, M.A, Fourth 
Edition. 15^. 

Deuteronomy. By the Rev. W. L. Alexander, D.X). With 
Homilies by Rev. C. Clemance, D.D., Rev. J. Orr, B.D., 
Rev. R. M. Edgar, M.A., Rev. D. Davies, M.A. Third 
edition. 15^. 

Joshua. By Rev. J. J. Lias, M.A. With Homilies by Rev. 
S. R. Aldridge, LL.B., Rev. R. Glover, Rev. E. de 
Pressens£, D.D., Rev. J. Waite, B.A., Rev. W. F. Adeney, 
M.A. ; and an Introduction by the Rev. A. Plummer^ M.A. 
Fifth Edition. I2J. 6d. 

Judges and Ruth. By the Bishop of Bath and Wells, and 
Rev. J. Morrison, D.D. With Homilies by Rev. A. F. MuiR, 
M.A., Rev. W. F. Adeney, M.A., Rev. W. M. Statham, and 
Rev. Professor J. Thomson, M.A. Fourth Edition. 10s. 6d. 

1 SamueL By the Very Rev. R. P. Smith, D.D. With Homilies 
by Rev. Donald Fraser, D.D., Rev. Prof. Chapman, and 
Rev. B. Dale. Sixth Edition. 15J. 

1 Kings. By the Rev. Joseph Hammond, LL.B. With Homilies 
by the Rev. E. de Pressens6, D.D., Rev. J. Waite, B.A., 
Rev. A. Rowland, LL.B., Rev. J. A. Macdonald, and Rev. 
J. Urquhart. Fourth Edition, 15X. 

Ezra, Nehemiah, and Ksther. By Rev. Canon G. Rawlinson, 
M.A. With Homilies by Rev. Prof. J. R. Thomson, -M. A., Rev. 
Prof. R. A. Redford, LL.B., M.A., Rev. W. S. Lewis, M.A., 
Rev. J. A. Macdonald, Rev. A. Mackennal, B.A., Rev. W. 
Clarkson, B.A., Rev. F. Hastings, Rev. W. Dinwiddie, 
LL.B., Rev. Prof. Rowlands, B.A., Rev. G. Wood, B.A., 
Rev. Prof. P. C. Barker, M.A., LL.B., and the Rev. J. S, 
Exell, M.A. Sixth Edition, i vol., 12s, 6d, 

Jeremiah. By the Rev. T. K. Cheyne, M.A. With Homilies 
by the Rev. W. F. Adeney, M.A., Rev. A. F. Muir, M.A., 
Rev. S. Conway, B.A., Rev. J. Waite, B.A., and Rev. D. 
Young, B. A. Vol. L, 15s. 

Pulpit Commentary, The. (New Testament Series.) 

St. Mark. By Very Rev. E. Bickersteth, D.D., Dean of Lich- 
field. With Homilies by Rev. Prof. Thomson, M.A., Rev. Prof. 
Given, M.A., Rev. Prof. Johnson, M.A., Rev. A. Rowland, 
B.A., LL.B., Rev. A. MuiR, and Rev. R. Green. 2 vols. 
Fourth Edition. 2,1s, 

The Acts of the Apostles. By the Bishop of Bath and Wells. 
With Homilies by Rev. Prof. P. C. Barker, M.A., LL.B., Rev. 
Prof. E. Johnson, M.A., Rev. Prof. R. A. Redford, M.A., 
Rev. R. Tuck, B.A., Rev. W. Clarkson, B.A. 2 vols., 2ij, 
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Pulpit Commentary, The-^continued, 

X Corinthians. By the Ven. Archdeacon Farrar, D.D. With 
Homilies by Rev. Ex-Chancellor Lipscomb, LL.D., Rev. 
David Thomas, D.D., Rev. D. Fraser, D.D., Rev. Prof. 
J. R. Thomson, M.A., Rev. J. Waite, B.A., Rev. R. Tuck, 
B.A., Rev. E. Hurndall, M.A., and Rev. H. Bremner, B.D. 
Price 1 5 J. 

PUSEYy Z?r.— Sermons for the Church's Seasons from 
Advent to Trinity. Selected from the Published Sermons 
of the late Edward Bouverie Pusey, D.D. Crown 8vo, 5/. 

qUIL TER, Harry. '-^'^ The Academy," 1872-1882. u. 

RADCLIFFE, Frank R. K— The New Politicus. Small crown 8vo, 
2J. dd. I 

RANKE^ Leopold w«.-— Universal History. The oldest Historical 
Group of Nations and the Greeks. Edited by G. W. Protheb.0. 
Demy 8vo, i6j. 

Realities of the Future Life. Small crown 8vo, ix. 6^. 

RENDELL, J, ifeT.— Concise Handbook of the Island of 
Madeira. With Plan of Funchal and Map of the Island. Fcap. 
8vo, 15. (>d. • 

REYNOLDS, Rev. J. ^.— The Supernatural in Nature. A 
Verification by Free Use of Science. Third Edition, Revised 
and Enlarged. Demy 8vo, 14J. 

The Mystery of Miracles. Third and Enlarged Edition. 
Crown 8vo, 6s, 

The Mystery of the Universe ; Our Common Faith. Demy 
8vo, I4r. ft, 

RIBOT^ Prof. 7:%.— Heredity : A Psychological Study on its Phenomena, 
its Laws, its Causes, and its Consequences. Second Edition. 
Large crown 8vo, 9^. 

ROBERTSON, The late Rev. F. W., M.A.—XAfe and Letters of. 
Edited by the Rev. Stopford Brooke, M.A. 
I. Two vols., uniform with the Sermons. With Steel Portrait, 
Crown 8vo, 7s. 6d. 
II. Library Edition, in Demy 8vo, with Portrait. I2s, 
III. A Popular Edition, in i vol. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

'SemSLons. Four Series. Small crown 8vo, 3^. 6d. each. 

The Hunaan Race, and other Sermons. Preached at Chelten- 
ham, Oxford, and Brighton. New and Cheaper Edition. Small 
crown 8vo, y. 6d. 

I^otes on Genesis. New and Cheaper Edition. Small crown 8vo, 
y. 6d. 

Expository Lectures on St- Paul's Epistles to the 
•Corinthians. A New Edition. Small crown 8vo, 5^. 

Lectures and Addresses, with other Literary Remains. A New 
Edition. Small crown 8vo, 5^. 
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ROBERTSON, The late Rev, F, fV., M. A, -continued. 

An Analysis of Mr. Tennyson's "In Memoriam." 
(Dedicated by Pennission to the Poet-Laureate.) Fcap. 8yo, 2s, 

The Kducation of the Human Race. Translated from the 
German of Gk)TTHOLD Ephraim Lessing. Fcap. 8vo, 2s. 6d, 

The above Works can also be had, bound in half morocco. 
•,♦ A Portrait of the late Rev. F. W. Robertson, mounted for framing, 
can be had, zr. 6</. 

ROMANES, G, y, — Mental EYOlution in Animals. With a 
Posthumous Essay on Instinct by Charles Darwin, F.R.S. 
Demy 8vo, 12^. 

ROSMINI SERB ATI, A,, Founder of the Institute of Charity. Ulfe. 
By G. Stuart Mac Walter. 2 vols. 8vo. 

[Vol. I. now ready, I2j. 

Rosnoiini's Origin of Ideas. Translated from the Fifth Italian 
Edition of the Nuovo Saggio Suit origine delle idee, 3 vols. 
Demy 8vo, cloth. [Vols. I. and II. now ready, i6j. each. 

Rosminl's Philosophical System. Translated, with a Sketch of 
the Author's Life, Bibliography, Introduction, and Notes by 
Thomas Davidson. Demy 8vo, i6j. 

RULE, Martin, M.A. — The Life and Times of St. Anselm, 
Archbishop of Canterbury and Primate of the 
Britains. 2 vols. Demy 8vo, 32J. 

SAL VA TOR, Archduke Ludwig.—lj&v)iLOsi2L, the Capital of G^rus. 
Crown 4to, lor. 6d. 

SAMUEL, Sydney ^.—Jewish Life in the Kast. Small cro^-n 
8vo, 3J. 6d, 

SA YCE, Rev, Archibald Henry. — Introduction to the Science of 
Language. 2 vols. Second Edition. Large post 8vo, 21s, 

Scientific Layman. The New Truth and the Old Faith : are they 
Incompatible ? Demy 8vo, lOr. 6d, 

SCOONES, W, BapHste.^VouT Centuries of English Letters : 
A Selection of 350 Letters by 150 Writers, from the Period of the 
Paston Letters to the Present Time. Third Edition. Large 
crown 8vo, 6s, 

SHILLITO, Rev, >j^^.— "Womanhood : its Duties, Temptations, 
and Privileges. A Book for Young Women. Third Edition. 
Crown 8vo, y. dd, 

SHIPLEY, Rev, Orby, iJ/:/^.— Principles of the Faith in Rela- 
tion to Sin. Topics for Thought in Times of Retreat. 
Eleven Addresses delivered during a Retreat of Three Days to 
Persons living in the World. Demy 8vo, I2J. 

Sister Augustine, Superior of the Sisters of Charity at the St. 
Johannis Hospital at Bonn. Authorised Translation by Hans 
Tharau, from the German ** Memorials of Amalie von 
Lasaulx." Cheap Edition. Large crown 8vo, 4f. 6d, 
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SKINNER^ James,— 'Pl Memoir. By the Author of * * Charles Lowder. 
With a Preface by the Rev. Canon Carter, and Portrait. 
Large crown, 7j. did. 

SMITH, Edward^ M.D., LL.B., /^.^.i".— Tubercular Consump- 
tion In Its Karly and Remediable Stages. Second 
Edition. Crown 8vo, 6s, 

SPEDDINGy James. — Revle^Bsrs and Discussions, Literary, 
Political, and Historical not relating to Bacon. Demy 
'8vo, izr. 6^. 

Evenings "(vith a Reviewer ; or. Bacon and Macaulay. 
With a Prefatory Notice by G. S. Venables, Q.C. 2 rols. 
Demy 8vo, i&r. 

STAFFER, /'fl«/. — Shaksjpeare and Classical Antiquity: 
Greek and Latin Antiquity as presented in Shakspeare's Plays* 
Translated by Emily J. Carey. Large post 8vo, \2s. 

STEVENSON, Rev. W. i?:— Hymns for the Church and Home. 
Selected and Edited by the Rev. W. Fleming Stevenson. 

The Hymn Book consists of Three Parts : — I. For PubKc 
Worship. —11. For Family and Private Worship. — III. 
For Children. 

•^* Published in various forms and prices, the latter ranging from %d. 
to 6j. 

Stray Papers on Kducation, and Scenes from School Life. By B. H. 
Second Edition. Small crown 8vo, 3^. td. 

STREATFEJLD, Rev. G. i"., -5/:^.— Lincolnshire and the Danes, 
Large crown 8vo, *js. 6d, 

STRECKER- WISLICENl/S.—OTf^anic Chemistry. Translated and 
Edited, with Extensive Additions, by W. R. HoDGKlNSON, 
Ph.D., and A. J. Greenaway, F.I.C. Demy 8vo, 21s, 

Study of the Prologue and Kpllogue in English Literature. 
From Shakespeare to Dryden. By G. S. B. Crown 8vo, $s. 

SULLY, James, M.A. — Pessimism : a History and a Criticism. 
Second Edition. Demy 8vo, i\s, 

SWEDENBORG, Eman.—J^e Cultu et Amore Dei ubi Agitur 
de Telluris ortu, Paradiso et Vivario, tum de Pri- 
mogeniti Seu Adami Nativitate Infantia, et Amore. 
Crown 8vo, 6s. 

SYME, /?az/fl^.— Representative Government in England. Its 
Faults and Failures, Second Edition. Large crown 8vo, 6s. 

TA YLOR, Rev. Isaac.— The Alphabet. An Account of the Origin 
and Development of Letters. With numerous Tables and 
Facsimiles. 2 vols. Demy 8vo, 36J. 
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TAYLOR^ Sidiey, — Profit Sharing betuveen Capital and 
Labour. To which is added a Memorandum on the Industrial 
Partnership at the Whit wood Collieries, by Archibald and 
Henry Briggs, with remarks by Sedley Taylor. Crown 8vo, 

Thirty Thousand Thoughts. Edited by the Rev. Canon Spence, 
Rev. J. S. ExELL, Rev. Charles Neil, and Rev. Jacob 
Stephenson. 6 vols. Super royal 8vo. 

[Vols. I. and II. now ready, i6j. each. 

THOM^ y, Hamilton,— '"Ls.'Sfis of Life after the Mind of Christ. 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo, ^s, 6d, 

THOMSONyJ, Tum^ul/.^SociaX Problenas ; or, An Inquiry into 
the Laivs of Influence. With Diagrams. Demy 8vo, loj. 6d. 

TWMAN, Paul /?".— Gold and Silver Money. Part I.— A Plam 
Statement. Part II. — Objections Answered. Third Edition. 
Crown 8vo, is, 

TIPPLE^ Rev, S, ^.—Sunday Mornings at Norw^ood. Prayers 
and Sermons. Crown 8vo, dr. 

TODHUNTER, Dr, ^C— A Study of Shelley. Crown 8vo, 7x. 

TREMENHEERE, Hugh Seymour, C.B.— A Manual of the 
Principles of Government, as set forth by the Authorities 
of Ancient and Modem Times. New and Enlarged Edition. 
Crown 8vo, 31. 6d, 

TUKE, DanUl Hack, M,D,, /^^.C./'.— Chapters in the History 
of the Insane in the British Isles. With 4 Illustrations. 
Large crown 8vo, 12s, 

TWINING, Zwwa.— "Workhouse Visiting and Management 
during Twenty-Five Years. Small crown 8vo, 2s, 

TYLER, 7.— The Mystery of Being: or, WTiat Do ^Kre 
Know ? Small crown 8vo, 3J. 6d. 

UPTON, Major R. Z>.— Gleanings from the Desert of Arabia. 
Large post 8vo, loj. 6d» 

VACUUS VIATOR.— Flying South. Recollections of France and 
its Littoral. Small crown 8vo, 3^. 6</. 

VAUGHAN, H, Halford.—'^&vi Readings and Renderings of 
Shakespeare's Tragedies. 2 vols. Demy 8vo, 25^. 

VILLARI, Professor,— 'Niccolb Machiavelli and his Times. 

Translated by Linda Villari. 4 vols. Large post 8vo, 48J. 

VILLIERS, The Right Hon, C, P.— Free Trade Speeches of. 
With Political Memoir. Edited by a Member of the Cobden 
Club. 2 vols. With Portrait. Demy 8vo, 25J. 
\* People's Edition, i vol. Crown 8vo, limp cloth, 2s, $d. 

VOGT, Zieut,'Col, Hermann.-^The Egyptian Wslt of 1882. 
A translation. With Map and Plans. Large crown 8vo, 6j» 
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VOLCKXSOM, E, W, z/.— -Catechism of Klementary Modem 
Chemistry. Small crown 8vo, 3J. 

VYNER^ Lady Mary.—'RvQVY Day a Portion. Adapted from the 
Bible and the Prayer Book, for the Private Devotion of those 
living in Widowhood. Collected and Edited by X«ady Mary 
Vyner, Square crown 8vo, 5j. 

WALDSTEINy Charles, PA.D.—The Balance of Emotion and 
Intellect ; an introductory Essay to the Study of Philosophy. 
Crown 8vo, dr. 

WALLER, Rev, C, ^.—The Apocalypse, reviewed under the Light 
of the Doctrine of the Unfolding Ages, and the Restitution of All 
Things. Demy 8vo, 12s. 

WALPOLEy Chas, George,— "HAsXorj of Ireland from the Karllest 
Times to the Union ^ovith Great Britain. With 5 Maps 
and Appendices. Crown 8vo, lar. 6d, 

WALSHE, Walter Hayle, AT./?.— Dramatic Singing Physiolo- 
gically Estimated . Crown 8vo, 3^. (>d, 

WARD, William George, /%.Z>.— Essays on the Philosophy of 
Theism. Edited, with an Introduction, by Wilfrid Ward. 
2 vols. Demy 8vo, 21s, 

WEDDERBURN, Sir David, BarL, M,R,—l.\te of. Compiled from his 
Journals and Writings by his sister, Mrs. E. H. Perci val. With 
etched Portrait, and facsimiles of Pencil Sketches. Demy 8vo, 14J'. 

WEDMORE, Frederick,— TYiQ Masters of Genre Painting. With 
Sixteen Illustrations. Post 8vo, 7j. 6d, 

WHEWELL, WiUiam, /?./>.— His Life and Selections from his 
Correspondence. By Mrs. Stair Douglas. With a Portrait 
from a Painting by Samuel Laurence. Demy 8vo, 2\s, 

WHITNEY, Prof. William Z>«//^>%/. ■— Essentials of English 
Grammar, for the Use of Schools. Second Edition. Crown 
8vo, 3j. 6^, 

WILLIAMS, Rowland, Z>.Z>.— Psalms, Litanies, Counsels, and 
Collects for Devout Persons. Edited by his Widow. New 
and Popular Edition. Crown 8vo, y, 6d, 

Stray Thoughts Collected from the Writings of the 
late Rowland Williams, D.D. Edited by his Widow. 
Crown 8vo, 3J. 6d. 

WILSON, Sir Erasmus, — The Recent Archaic Discovery of 
Egyptian Mummies at Thebes. A Lecture. Crown 8vo, 
Is, 6d. 

WILSON, Lieut,-CoL C, T, — The Duke of Berwick, Marshal 
of France, 1702-1734. Demy 8vo, 15J. 

WILSON, Mrs. R. F.—The Christian Brothers. Their Origin and 
Work. With a Sketch of the Life of their Founder, the Ven. 
Jean Baptiste, de la Salle. Crown 8vo, 6s. 
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WOLTMANNy Dr. Alfred, and WOERMANN, Dr. A'^rr/.— History 
of Painting. Edited by Sidney Colvin. Vol. I. Painting 
in Antiquity and the Middle Ages. With numerous Illustrations. 
Medium 8vo, 28j. ; bevelled boards, gilt leaves, 30J, 

Word iRras Made Flesh. Short Family Readings on the Epistles for 
each Sunday of the Christian Year. Demy 8vo, lor. dd. 

WREN, Sir Christopher,— YL\& Family and His Times. With 
Original Letters, and a Discourse on Architecture hitherto un- 
published. By Lucy Phillimore. Demy 8vo, lor. dd. 

YOUMANSy Eliza ^.— First Book of Botany. Designed to 
Cultivate the Observing Powers of Children. With 300 
Engravings. New and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo, aj. 6rf, 

YOU MANS, Edward Z., M,D,—A. Class Book of Chemistry, on 
the Basis of the New System, With 200 Illustrations. Crown 
8vo, Sj. 



THE INTERNATIONAL SCIENTIFIC SERIES. 

I. Forms of ^Water: a Familiar Exposition of the Origin and 

Phenomena of Glaciers. By J. Tyndall, LL.D., F.R.S. With 
25 Illustrations. Eighth Edition. Crown 8vo, 5j. 

II. Physics and Politics ; or, Thoughts on the Application of the 

Principles of ** Natural Selection " and " Inheritance " to Political 
Society. By Walter Bagehot. Sixth Edition. Crown 8vo, 4J'. 

III. Foods. By Edward Smith, M.D., LL.B., F.R.S. With numerous 

Illustrations. Eighth Edition. Crown 8vo, 5j. 

IV. Mind and Body : the Theories of their Relation. By Alexander 

Bain, LL.D. With Four Illustrations. Seventh Edition. Crown 
8vo, 4J. 

V. The Study of Sociology. By Herbert Spencer. Eleventh 

Edition. Crown 8vo, $s, 

VI. On the Conservation of Energy. By Balfour Stewart, M.A., 

LL.D., F.R.S. With 14 Illustrations. Sixth Edition. Crown 
8vo, $s, 

VII. Animal Loconaotion ; or Walking, Swimming, and Flying. By 

J. B. Pettigrew, M.D., F.R.S., etc. With 130 Illustrations. 
Third Edition. Crown 8vo, 5^. 

VIII. Responsibility in Mental Disease. By Henry Maudsley, 

M.D. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo, 5^. 

IX. The New Chemistry, By Professor J. P. Cooke. With 31 

Illustrations. Seventh Edition. Crown 8vo, 5^. 
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X. The Science of Law. By Professor Sheldon Amos. Fifth Edition. 

Crown 8vo, 5j. 

XI. Animal Mechanism : a Treatise on Terrestrial and Aerial Loco- 

motion. By Professor E. J. Marey. With 117 Illustrations. 
Third Edition. Crown 8vo, 5J. 

XII. The Doctrine of Descent and Darivinism. By Professor 

Oscar Schmidt. With 26 Illustrations. Fifth Edition. Crown 
8vo, 5j. 

XIII. The History of the Conflict between Religion and 

Science. By J. W. Draper, M.D., LL.D. Eighteenth Edition. 
Crown 8vo, 5^. 

XIV. Fungi : their Naturej Influences, Uses, etc. By M. C. Cooke, 

M.D., LL.D. Edited by the Rev. M. J. Berkeley, M.A., F.L.S. 
With numerous Illustrations. Third Edition. Crown 8vo, 5^. 

XV. The Chemical Effects of Light and Photography. By 

Dr. Hermann Vogel. Translation thoroughly Revised. With 
100 Illustrations. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo, 5^. 

XVI. The Life and Growth of Language. By Professor William 

Dwight Whitney. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo, 5j. 

XVII. Money and the Mechanism of Exchange. By W. 

Stanley Jevons, M.A., F.R.S. Sixth Edition. Crown 8vo, 5^-. 

XVIII. The Nature of Light. With a General Account of Physical 
Optics. By Dr. Eugene Lommel. With 188 Illustrations and a 
Table of Spectra in Chromo-lithography. Third Edition. Crown 
8vo, 5j. 

XIX. Animal Parasites and Messmates. By Monsieur Van 

Beneden. With 83 Illustrations. Third Edition. Crown 8vo, 5^. 

XX. Fermentation. By Professor SchUtzenberger. With 28 Illus- 

trations. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo, 5^. 

XXI. The Five Senses of Man. By Professor Bernstein. With 

91 Illustrations. Fourth Edition. Crown 8vo, 5J. 

XXII. The Theory of Sound in its Relation to Music. By Pro- 

fessor Pietro Blasema. With numerous Illustrations. Third 
Edition. Crown 8vo, 5^. 

XXIII. Studies in Spectrum Analysis. By J. Norman Lockyer. 
F.R.S. With six photographic Illustrations of Spectra, and 
numerous engravings on Wood. Third Edition. Crown 8vo, 
dr. ^d, 

XXIV. A History of the Growth of the Steam Engine. By 

Professor R. H. Thurston. With numerous Illustrations. Third 
Edition. Crown 8vo, 6j. (yd, 

XXV. Education as a Science. By Alexander Bain, LL.D, Fourth 

Edition. Crown 8vo, ^s. 
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XXVI. The Human Species. By Professor A. de Quatrefeges. Third 

Edition. Crown 8vo, 5j. 

XXVII. Modem Chromatics. With Applications to Art and In- 
dustry. By Ogden N. Rood. With 130 original Illustrations. 
Second Edition. Crown 8vo, 5j. 

XXVIII. The Crayfish : an Introduction to the Study of Zool<^. By 
Professor T. H. Huxley. With 82 Illustrations. Third Edition. 
Crown 8vo, 51. 

XXIX. The Brain as an Organ of Mind. By H. Charlton Bastian^ 
M.D. With numerous Illustrations. Third Edition. Crown 
8vo, Sj. 

XXX. The Atomic Theory. By Prof. Wurtz. Translated by G. 

Cleminshaw, F.C.S. Third Edition. Crown 8vo, 5^. 

XXXI. The Natural Conditions of Kxistence as they affect 
Animal Life. By Karl Semper. With 2 Maps and 106^ 
Woodcuts. Third Edition. Crown 8vo, 5^. 

XXXII. General Physiology of Muscles and Nerves. By Prof. 
J. Rosenthal. Third Edition. With Illustrations. Crown 8vo^ 

XXXIII. Sight : an Exposition of the Principles of Monocular and 
Binocular Vision. By Joseph le Conte, LL.D. Second Edition. 
With 132 Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 5j. 

XXXIV. Illusions : a Psychological Study. By James Sully. Second 
Edition. Crown 8vo, 5^. 

XXXV. Volcanoes : "Hrhat they are and "sirhat they teach* 
By Professor J. W. Judd, F.R.S. With 92 Illustrations on 
Wood. Second Edition. Crown 8vo, 5j. 

XXXVI. Suicide : an Essay in Comparative Moral Statistics. By Prof. 
E. Morselli. Second Edition. With Diagrams. Crown 8vOy Jr. 

XXXVII. The Brain and its Functions. By J. Luys. With 
Illustrations. Second Edition. Crown 8vo» 5^. 

XXXVIII. Myth and Science : an Essay. By Tito Vignoli. Second 
Edition. Crown 8vo, 5^. 

XXXIX. The Sun. By Professor Young. With Illustrations. Second 
Edition. Crown 8vo, 5^. 

XL. Ants, Bees, and Wasps: a Record of Observations on the 
Habits of the Social H3rmenoptera. By Sir John Lubbock, Bart., 
M.P. With 5 Chromo-lithographic Illustrations. Sixth Edition. 
Crown 8to, 5j. 

XLI. Animal Intelligence. By G. J. Romanes, LL.D., F.R.S. 
Third Edition. Crown 8vo, 5^. 
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XLII. The Concepts and Theories of Modem Physics. By 
J. B. Stallo. Second Edition. Crown 8vo, 5J. 

XLIII. Diseases of the Memory ; An Essay in the Positive Psycho* 
logy. By Prof. Th. Ribot. Second Edition. Crown 8vo, 5^. 

XLIV. Man before Metals. By N. Joly, with 148 Illustrations.. 
Third Edition. Crown 8vo, 5x. 

XLV. The Science of Politics. By Prof. Sheldon Amos. Second 
Edition. Crown 8vo, Sj. 

XLVI. Elementary Meteorology. By Robert H. Scott. Second 
Edition. With Numerous Illustrations. Crown 8vo, 5^. 

XLVII. The Organs of Speech and their Application in the 
Formation of Articulate Sounds. By Georg Hermann 
Von Meyer. With 47 Woodcuts. Crown 8vo, 5j. 

XLVIII. Fallacies. A View of Logic from the Practical Side. By 
Alfred Sidgwick. Crown 8vo, 5^. 



MILITARY WORKS. 

BARRINGTONy Capt, J, r.— -England on the Defensive ; or, the 
Problem of Invasion Critically Examined, Large crown 8vo, 
with Map, *J5. 6d. 

BRACKENBURY, Col, C, B,, ^.^. — Military Handbooks for 
Regimental Officers. 

I. Military Sketching and Reconnaissance. By Col. 
F. J. Hutchison and Major H. G. MacGregor. Fourth 
Edition. With 15 Plates. Small crown 8vo, 4J. 

II. The Elements of Modern Tactics Practically 
applied to English Formations. By Lieut. -Col. 
Wilkinson Shaw. Fourth Edition. With 25 Plates and 
Maps. Small crown 8vo, 9J. 

III. Field Artillery. Its Equipment, Organization and Tactics.. 

By Major Sisson C. Pratt, R.A. With 12 Plates. Second 
Edition. Small crown 8vo, dr. 

IV. The Elements of Military Administration. First 

Part : Permanent System of Administration. By Major 
J. W. Buxton. Small crown 8vo. *js, 6d, 

V. Military La^wr : Its Procedure and Practice. By Major 

Sisson C. Pratt, R.A, Second Edition. Small crown 8vo, 

BROOKE, Major, C, JT.'-A System of Field Training. Small: 
crown 8vo, cloth limp, 2j. 
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CLERY, C, Luui.'Co/.— Minor Tactics. With 26 Maps and Plans. 
Sixth and Cheaper Edition, Revised. Crown 8vo, gs. 

COLVILE, Lieut,- Col. C. /?".— Military Tribunals. Sewed, 2j. 6d. 

CRAUFURDy Lieut, ^.^.-^Suggestions for the Military Train- 
ing of a Company of Infantry. Crown 8vo, \s, 6d, 

HARRISONy Lieut, 'Col, ^.— The OflBLcer's Memorandum Book 
for Peace and "War. Third Edition. Oblong 32010, roan, 
with pencil, y, 6d, 

Kotes on Cavalry Tactics, Organisation, etc. By a Cavalry 
Officer. With Diagrams. Demy 8vo, 12s. 

PARR, Capt, H, Hallant, CM.G, — The Dress, Horses, and 
Kquipment of Infantry and Staff Officers. Crown 

Svo, \5, 

SCHAW, Col, /r.— The Defence and Attack of Positions and 
Localities. Second Edition, Revised and Corrected. Crown 
Svo, 3J. 6d, 

SHADWELL, Maj,-Gen,, C.^.— Mountain Warfare. Illustrated 
by the Campaign of 1799 in Switzerland. Being a Translation of 
the Swiss Narrative compiled from the Works of the Archduke 
Charles, Jomini, and others. Also of Notes by GeneraJ H. 
Dufour on the Campaign of the Valtelline in 1635. With Appen- 
dix, Maps, and Introductory Remarks. Demy Svo, i6j. 

WILKINSON, H, Spenser, Capt. 20th Lancashire iP. K — Citizen 
Soldiers. Essays towards the Improvement of the Volunteer 
Force. Crown Svo, 2s. (xi. 



POETRY. 

ADAM OF ST, VICTOR,— The Liturgical Poetry of Adam of 
St. Victor. From the text of Gautier. With Translations into 
English in the Original Metres, and Short Explanatory Notes, 
by DiGBY S. Wrangham, M.A. 3 vols. Crown Svo, printed 
on hand-made paper, boards, 21s, 

AUCHMUTY, A, C— Poems of English Heroism : From Bninan- 
burh to Lucknow ; from Athelstan to Albert. Small crown Svo, 
\s. 6d, 

AFIA.—The Odyssey of Homer. Done into English Verse by. 
Fcap. 4to, 15J. 

BANKS, Mrs, G, Z.— Ripples and Breakers : Poems. Square 
Svo, 5j. 

BARING, T C, M,A,, M.R^The Scheme of Epicurus. A 
Rendering into English Verse of the Unfinished Poem of Lucretius, 
entitled " De Rerum Natura" ("The Nature of Things"). 
Fcap. 4to. 
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BARNES^ William,— Voems of Rural Life, in the Dorset 
Dialect. New Edition, complete in one vol. Crown 8vo, 
&r. 6dr. 

BAYNESy Rtv. Canon H, ^.— Home Songs for Quiet Hours. 
Fourth and Cheaper Edition. Fcap. 8vo, cloth, 2j. bd, 
%• This may also be had handsomely bound in morocco with 

gilt edges. 

BENDALLy Gerard. — Musa SUvestris. i6mo, u. 6^. 

BEVINGTONy Z. -5*.— Key Notes. Small crown 8vo, 5^. 

BILLSON, C. y.— The Acharnians of Aristophanes. Crown 
8vo, 3^. 6d. 

BLUNT, Wilfrid ^rtfww*. — The ^Wind and the ^Whirlwind. 
.Demy 8vo, ix. 6d. 

BOWEN, H. C, ^.^.— Simple English Poems. English Literature 
for Junior Classes. In Four Parts. Parts I., II., and III., d^f. 
each, and Part IV., is. Complete, y, 

BRASHER J Alfred.^SophiSL \ or, the Viceroy of Valencia. A Comedy 
in Five Acts, founded on a Story in Scarron. Small crown 8vo, 

BRYANT, W, C— Poems. Cheap Edition, with Frontispiece. Small 
crown 8vo, 3J, 6d, ' 

BYRNNE, E, Faiffax,—Milicent : a Poem. Small crown 8vo, 6s. 

CAILLARDy Emma Marie, — Charlotte Gorday, and other Poems. 
Small crown 8vo, 3^. 6d. 

Calderon's Dranaas : the Wonder- Working Magician — Life is a 
Dream— the Purgatory of St. Patrick. Translated by Denis 
Florence MacCarthy. Post 8vo, lor. 

Camoens Luslads. — Portuguese Text, with Translation by J, J. 
AuBERTiN. Second Edition. 2 vols. Crown 8vo, 125. 

CAMPBELL, i>u;f>.— Sophocles. The Seven Plays in English Verse. 
Crown 8vo, *is, 6d, 

Gastilian Brothers (The), Chateaubriant, "Waldemar : Three 
Traf^edies ; and The Rose of Sicily : a Drama. By the 
Author of " Ginevra," etc. Crown 8vo, 6s. 

Chronicles of Christopher Columbus. A Poem in 12 Cantos. 
By M. D. C. Crown 8vo, 7j. 6d. 

CLARICE, Maiy Cinvden.^JcloneY from the Weed. Verses. 
Crown ^o, p, 

Cosmo de Medici; The False One; Agramont and Beau-« 
mont : Three Tragedies ; and The Deformed : a Dramatic 
Sketch. By the Author of " Ginevra," etc., etc. Crown 8vo, 5J. 

D 
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COXHEAD^ JStM.—^BiTds and Babies. Imp. i6mo. With 33' 
Illustrations. Gilt, 2s, 6d, 

David Rizzlo, Bothwell, and the 'Witcli Lady: Three 
Tragedies. By the author of ' * Ginevra," etc. Crown 8vo^ £if. 

DA VIE, G, 5., ^./?.— The Garden of Fragrance. Being a com- 
plete translation of the Bost^ of S&di from the original Persian 
into English Verse. Crown Svo, 7j. 6d, 

DA VIES, T, ^fltf/.— Catullus. Translated into English Verse. Crown 
8vo, 6j. 

DENNIS, y» — English Sonnets. Collected and Arranged fay. Small 
crown 8vo, 2s, 6d, 

DE VERE, ^K^/rj/.— Poetical Works. 

I. The Search after Proserpine, etc 6j. 
II. The Legends of St. Patrick, etc. 6s, 
' III. Alexander the Great, etc. bs. 

The Foray of Queen Meave, and other L^ends of Ireland's 
Heroic Age. Small crown 8vo, $s, 

I^egends of the Saxon Saints. Small crown 8to, 6f. 

DILLON, Arthur,^lR.ivet Songs and other Poems. With 13 
autotype Illustrations from designs by Margery May. Fcap. 4to, 
cloth extra, gilt leaves, los. 6d. 

DOBELL, Mrs. ^<?rtff^to— Ethelstone, Eveline, and otlier Poems. 

Crown 8vo, ts* 
DOBSON, Ausiin.-'Old World Idylls and other Poems. Third 

Edition. i8mo, cloth extra, gilt tops, 6s, 

DOMET, Alfred.-^'B.axiolt and Amohla. A Dream of Two lives. 
New Edition, Revised. 2 vols. Crown 8vo, I2x. 

Dorothy : a Country Story in El^ac Verse. With Preface. Demy 
Svo, 5x. 

DOWDEN, Edward, ZZ.Z>.— Shakspere^ Sonnets. Wifli %itro- 
duction and Notes. Large post 8vo, *js, 6d, 

DUTT, Toru.—A Sheaf Gleaned in French Fields. New Edition. 
Demy Svo, lor. 6d, 

EDMONDS, E.JV.^HespeTaa. Rhythm aad Rhyme. Crown 8vOy4r. 

ELDRYTH, Maud.^MargarBt, and other Poems. Small crown Svo, 
3J. 6d, 
All Soul's Kve^ " No God,"aad other Poems. Fcap. Svo, 31. 6d, 

ELLIOTT, Ebenezer, The Com Law RAynier.—'PoemB. Edited by his 
son, the Rev. Edwin Elliott, of St. John's, Antigua. 2 vols. 
Crown Svo, I St. 

English Odes. Selected, with a Critical Introduction by Edmund W. 
GossE, and a miniature frontispiece by Hamo Hiomycrofft, 
A.R.A. Elzevir Svo, limp parchment antique, or doth, 6s, ; 
•willum, 7j. 6d, 
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English Yergo. Edited by W. J. Linton and R. H. Stoddard. ' 
5 vols. Crown 8yo, cloth, $s, each. 

I. Chaucer to Burns. 
IL Translations. 

III. Lyrics of the Nineteenth Century. 

IV. Dramatic Scenes and Characters. ^ 
Y. Ballads and Romances. % 

EVANS, Annf.—Poerxxs and Music. With Memorial Preface by 
Aas Thackeray Ritchie. Large crown 8vo» 7x. 

GOSSB, Edmund fFl— New Poems. Crown 8vo, 7^. 6d, 

GRAHAM, WiUiam, Two Fancies, and other Poems. Crown Svo, 5/. 

GRINDROD, Charles. Plays from Knglish History. Crown 
Svo, 7j. (id. 

The Stranger's Story, and his Poem, The Lament of Love : An 
Episode of the Malvern Hills. Small crown Svo, 2j. 6</. 

GURNEYy Rev. Alfred,— The Yislon of the Eucharist, and other 
Poems. Crown Svo, 5j. 

HEZLONy H, C''.— Daphnis : a Pastoral Poem. Small crown Svo, 
3J. td, 

HENJRY, Daniel, ^«n— Under a Fool's Cap- Songs. Crown Svo, 
cloth, bevelled boards, 5j. 

Herman ^SValdgrave : a Life's Drama. By the Author of " Ginevra,". 
etc. Crown Svo, 6j. 

HICKEY, E. H, — ^A Sculptor, and other Poems. Small crown 
Svo, $s, 

ffONEYWOOD, Fatty.— Vo&ma. Dedicated (by permission) to Lord 
Wokeley, G.C.B., etc. Small crown Svo, 2s. td. 

JNGBAM,, Sarson, C. y.— Gsedmon's Yisionx.and other Poems. 
Small crown Svo, 5^. 

yEHKLNSy Rev. Camv,— Alfonso Petrucoiy Cardinal and Con- 
spirator: an. Historical Tragedy in Five Acts. Small crown Svo, 
y. 6d. 

yQMA^OJ\r,.£mU.S.. IF*— Uaria, and other Poems. Small crown Svo, , 

KEATS, >A«.— Poetical "SATorks- Edited by W. T. Arnold. Large 
crown Svo, choicely printed on hand-made paper, with Portrait f 
in eau-forte. Parchment, lis. ; vellmn, \^5. 

KIKG^^ Edward.-— Kchoes from the Orient. With Miscellaneous 
Poems. Small crown Svo, 3^. 6d. 

KING, Mrs. Hamilton.— HI0.& Disciples. Sixth Edition, with Portrait 
and Notes. Crown Svo, 5^. 

A Book of Dreams. Crown Svo, 3^. 6^ 

KNOX, The Hon. Mrs. O. AC— Four Pictures from a Life, and 
othcx Poems^ SoaaU crown Svo,^ ^ 6</. 
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LANG, ytf.— XXXII Ballades in Blue China. Elzevir 8vo, 
parchment, 5^. 

LAWSON, Right Hon. Mr. /tisitce.-^JaiYrOini Usitati Latine 
Reddlti : with other Verses. Small 8vo, parchment, 5j. 

X.essings Nathan the "Wise. Translated by Eustace K. Corbett. 
Crown 8vo, 6s. 

JJte Thoughts. Small crown Svo, 2s, 6d. 

Ulving Knglish Poets MDCCGLXXXII. With Frontispiece by 
Walter Crane. Second Edition. Large crown 8vo. Prmted on 
hand-made paper. Parchment, I2s* ; vellum, 15^. 

LOCKER, i^— London Lyrics. A New and Cheaper Edition. 
Small crown 8vo, 2^. td, 

X^Ye in Idleness. A Volume of Poems. With an etching by W. B. 
Scott. Small crown 8vo, Sj. 

I^ove Sonnets of Proteus. With Frontispiece by the Author. Elzevir 
8vo, 5j. 

LUMSDEN^ Ueut.-CoL H. fT.— Beowulf : an Old English Poem. 
Translated into Modem Rh)rmes. Second and Revised Edition. 
Small crown 8vo, 5^. 

Lyre and Star. Poems by the Author of ** Ginevra," etc. Crown 
8vo, Sj. 

MAGNUSSON, Eirikr, MA., and PALMER, E. H., il/.^.— Johan 
Ludvig Runeberg's Lyrical Songs, Idylls, and Epi- 
grams. Fcap. 8vo, 5J. 

M.D.C. — Chronicles of Christopher Golunibus. A Poem in 
Twelve Cantos. Cro'WTi 8vo, *js, 6d. 

MEREDITH, Owen [The Earl 0/ LyUon].—Jjacile. New Edition. 
With 32 Illustrations. i6mo, y, 6d, Cloth extra, gilt edges, 
4J. 6d, 

'MORRIS, Z«wj.— Poetical "Works of. New and Cheaper Editions, 
with Portrait. Complete in 3 vols., 5j. each. . 

Vol. I. contains "Songs of Two Worlds." Ninth Edition. Vol. II. 
contains " The Epic of Hades.*' Seventeenth Edition. VoL III. 
contains * * Owen ^' and * * The Ode of Life." Fifth Edition. 

The Epic of Hades. With 16 Autotype Illustrations, after the 
Drawings of the late George R. Chapman. 4to, cloth extra, gilt 
leaves, 21s. 

The Epic of Hades. Presentation Edition. 4to, doth extra, 
gilt leaves, 10s. 6d, 

Songs Unsung. Fourth Edition. Fcap. 8vo, 6x. 

MORSHEAD, E. D. ^.--The House of Atreus. Being the 
Agamemnon, Libation-Bearers, and Fuiies of iEschylttS. Trans- 
lated into English Verse. Crown 8vo, *js. 

The Suppliant Maidens of -<Eschylus. Crown 8vo, 3x. dd. 
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NAD EN, Constance JV. — Songs and Sonnets of Spring Time. 
Small crown Svo, $s, 

NEWELL, E. 7.— The Sorrows of Simona and Lyrical 
Verses. Small crown 8vo, 3^. 6d, 

NOEL, The Hon. Rodm. —A Little Child's Monument. Third 
Edition. Small crown 8vo, 3J. td. 

The Red Flag, and other Poems. New Edition. Small crown 
8vo, 6j. 

(y HAG AN, 5feA».— The Song of Roland. Translated into English 
Verse. New and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo, 5^. 

PFEJFFER, Emt'fy.—riie Rhyme of the Lady of the Lock, 
and How it Gre^^r. Small crown 8vo, 3J. Sd. 

Gerard's Monument, and other Poems. Second Edition. 
Crown 8vo, 6s. 

Under the Aspens; Lyrical and Dramatic. With Portrait. 
Crown 8vo, 6s. 

PIATT, 7. 5C— Xdyls and Lyrics of the Ohio Valley. Crown 
Svo, 5 J. 

POE, Edgar Allan. — Poems. With an Essay on his Poetry by Andrew 
Lang, and a Frontispiece by Linley Samboume. Parchment 
Library Edition. — Parchment or cloth, 6s. ; vellum, *js, 6d. 

KAFFALOVICH, Mark Andrl-^ Cyril and Lionel, and other 
Poems. A volume of Sentimental Studies. Small crown 8vo, 
Ss. 6d, 

Rare Poems of the 16th and 17th Centuries. Edited W. J. 
Linton. Crown 8vo, $s. 

RHOADES, James.'-^tYiA Georgics of Virgil. Translated into 
English Verse. Small crown 8vo, 5^. 

ROBINSON, A. Mary /?!— A Handful of Honeysuckle. Fcap. 
8vo, y.6d.. 

The Crowned Hippolytus. Translated from Euripides. With 
New Poems. Small crown 8vo, 5^. 

Schiller's Mary Stuart. German Text, with English Translation on 
opposite page by Leedham White. Crown 8vo, 6f. 

SCOTT, George F, ^.—Theodora and other Poems. Small 
crown 8vo, 3^. 6d. 

SEAL, JV, H, — lone, and other Poems. Crown 8vo, gilt tops, y. 

SELKIRK, J, .P.—Poems. Crown 8vo, 7j. 6d. 

Shakspere's Sonnets. Edited by Edward Dowden. With a Fron- 
tispiece etched by Leopold Lowenstam, after the Death Mask. 
Parchment Library Edition. — Parchment or cloth, dr.; velliun, 
1s,6d, 
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Shakspere'a ^2(rork8« Complete in la Volumes. Parchment libxuy 
Edition.— Parchment or cloth, 6s, each ; ve]]iim» 7x. dd. each. 

SHAW^ W. F,t M^A.-^Jiixveaalf Persius, Martial, and Catullus. 
An Experiment in Translation. Crown 8vo, 5^. 

SHELLEYf Percy Bysshe.-^lPo&sxia Selected from. Dedicated to 
Lady Shelley. With Preface by Richard Garnett. Parchment 
Library Edition. — Parchment or cloth, 6s, ; vellmn, 'js, 6d, 

Six Ballads about King Arthur. Crown 8vo, cloth extra, gilt 
edges, $s, 6d, 

SKINNERy H, 7.— The Lily of the Lyn, and other Poems. Small 
crown 8vo, y, 6d, 

SLADEN^ Douglas J?.— Frithjof and Ingebjorg, and other 
Poems. Small crown 8vo, 5^. 

SMITH^y, W, GUdart.—Tlie Loves of Vandyck. A Tale of Genoa. 
Small crown 8yo, 2s, 6d. 

Sophocles : The Seven Plays in English Verse. Translated by Lewis 
Campbell. Crown 8vo, 7^. 6d, 

SPICERt -flbff^.— Haska : a Drama in Three Acts (as represented 
at the Theatre Royal, Drury Lane, March loth, 1877). Third 
EditioiL Crown 8vo» 3^. 6d. 

TAYLOR, Sir ^.— "Works. Complete in Fiye Volumes. Crown 
8vo, 30f. 

Philip Van Artevelden Feap. 8vo, sx. 6d. 

The Virgin 'Wldo'W, etc. Fcap. 8vo, zs, 6d, 

The Statesman. Fcap. 8vo, 3^. 6d^ 

TAYLOR, Augustus,— Poems. Fcap.. 8vo, 5f . 

Tennyson Birthday Book, The. Edited by Emily Shakespsar* 
32mo, limp, 2s, ; cloth extra, 3r. 

*«* A superior Edition, printed in red and black, on antique paper, 
specially prepared. Small crown Syo,. extra, gilt leaves, 5^. ; 
and in various calf and morocco bindings. 

THORNTON, L, If, —The Son of Shelomlth. Small crown 8vo, 
y. 6d, 

TODNVNTER, Dr. 7.-<-l4Uirella« and othfic Poems. Crown 8vo, 
6s, 6d. 

Forest Songs. Small crown 8v0t 3^. 6aL 

The True Tragedy of Rlenzl : a Drama. 3^. 6tU 

Alcestls ; a Dramatic Poem. Extra fcap. 8vo, 5x. 

WALTERS, Sophia Lydioir^K Dreamer's Sketch. Bqok. WitL2i 
Dlustrations by Percival Skelton, R. P. Leitch, W. H. J. Boot, and 
T. R* Piitchett. Engraved by J. D. Cooper. Fcap- 4tQ, I2J. 6d, 

WA TTSr Ahric Alfred and Anna Mary S&tvUL^KxaXica^ A Medley 
of Verse. Fcap. 8vo, bevelled boards, 5J. 
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WEBSTERy Augusta,— \xx a Day : a Drama. Small crown 8vo, 2j. 6^. 

Disguises : a Drama. Small crown Svo, 5^. 

^Wet Days. By a Farmer. Small crown 8vo, 6/. 

WILLIAMS^ 7.— A Story of Three Tears, and other Poems. Small 
crown 8vo, 3j. 6^/. 

Wordsworth Birthday Book, The. Edited by Adelaide and 
Violet Wordsworth. 32mo, limp cloth, i^. 6^ ; cloth extra, zs. 

YOVNGS^ Ella .Sta^.— Paphus, and other Poems. Small crown 8vo, 



WORKS OF FIOTION IN ONE VOLUME. 

BAN2CS; Mrs, G, Z.— God's Providence House- New Edition. 
Crown 8vo, 3^. dd, 

INGELOWy y«z».— Off the Skelligs : a Novel. With Frontispiece. 
Second Edition. Crown Svo, 6x. 

MACDONALD, G.—<lBS\Xe^WeLTloc\L, A Novel. New and Cheaper 
Edition. Crown 8vo, 6j. 

Malcolm. With Portrait of the Author engraved on Steel. Sixth 
Edition. Crown 8vo, dr. 

The Marquis of X^ossie. Fifth Edition. With Frontispiece. 
Crown 8vo, dr. 

St. George and St. Michael. Fourth Edition. With Frontis- 
piece. Crown 8vo, dr. 

PALGRA VE, W. Gtford.-—JieTWLaikn Agha : an Eastern Narrative. 
Third Edition. Crown 8vo, 6s, 

SUA W, Flora J[^—CsLStle Blair ; a Story of Youthful Days. New and 
Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo^ js, 6d, 

STRETTONy ^«^tf,— Through a Needle's Eye : a Story. New 
•and Cheaper Edition, with Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, 6x. 

TAYLOR^ Col, Meadowsy C,S,L, M,R,I.A,—SeeteL: a Novel. New 
and Cheaper Edition. With Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, 6s, 

Tlppoo Sultaun : a Tale of the Mysore War. New Edition, with 
Frontispiece. Crown 8vo, dr. 

Ralph Darnell. New and Cheaper Edition. With Frontispiece. 
Crown 8vo, 6s, 

A Noble Queen. New and Cheaper Edition. With Frontis- 
piece. Crown 8yo, 6s. 

The Confessions of a Thug, Crown Bvo, 6*. 

Tara : a Mahratta Tale. Crown Svo, 6t, 

Within Sound of the Sea. New and Cheaper Edition, with Frontis- 
piece. Crown Bvo, 6s, 
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BOOKS FOR THE YOUNG. 

Brave Men's Footsteps. A Book of . Example and Anecdote for 
Young People. By the Editor of ** Men who have Risen." With 
4 Illustrations by C. Doyle. Eighth Edition. Crown 8vo, y. 6d. 

COXHEAD^ EtheL—'&it6& and Babies. Imp. i6mo. With ^ 
Illustrations. Cloth gilt, 25, td, 

DAVIES, G» Chrisioph€r.—'Kaxnbles and Adventures of our 
School Field Club. With 4 Illustrations. New and Cheaper 
Edition. Crown 8vo, 3^. (>d, 

EDMONDS, Herbert,— "WeM Spent Lives : a Series of Modem Bio- 
graphies. New and Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo, 3^. 6d. 

EVANS, MarJ^.—The Story of our Father's Love, told to Children. 

Sixth and Cheaper Edition of Theology for Children. With 4 

Illustrations. Fcap. 8vo, is, 6d, 
JOHNSON^ Virginia ^.— The CatskiU Fairies. Illustrated by 

Alfred Fredericks. $s, 
MACKENNA, S, JC— Plucky Fellows. A Book for Boys. With 

6 Illustrations. Fifth Edition. Crown 8yo, 3J. 6dr. 

REANEY, Mrs, G. .S*.— "Waking and Working ; or, From Girlhood 
to Womanhood. New and Cheaper Edition. With a Frontis- 
piece. Crown 8vo, 3J. td. 
Blessing and Blessed: a Sketch of Girl Life. New and 
Cheaper Edition. Crown 8vo, 3^. 6^. 

Rose Gumey's Discovery. A Book for Girls. Dedicated to 
their Mothers. Crown 8vo, 3J. (id, 

English Girls : Their Place and Power. With Preface by the 
Rev. R. W. Dale. Fourth Edition. Fcap. 8vo, 2J. 6^. 

Just Anyone, and other Stories. Three Illustrations. Royal 
i6mo, IS, 6d, 

Sunbeam "SVillie, and other Stories. Three Illustrations. Royal 

i6mo, is, 6d, 
Sunshine Jenny, and other Stories. Three Illustrations. Royal 

i6mo, IS, 6d, 
STOCKTON, Frank ^.— A JoUy Fellowship. With 2a lUustra- 

tions. Crown 8vo, 5j. 
STORE, Francis, and TURNER, ^^w^x.— Canterbury Chimes; 

or, Chaucer Tales re-told to Children. With 6 Illustrations from 

the EUesmere MS. Third Edition. Fcap. 8vo, 3^. 6</. 
STRETTON, J/esda.—DsLvid Lloyd's Last ^Nrm. With 4 Illustra- 

tions. New Edition. Roysd i6mo, 2s, 6d, 
Tales from Ariosto Re-told for Children. By a Lady. With 3 

Illustrations. Crown 8yo, 4s, 6d, 

WHITAKER, Florence,— ChTislY^ Inheritance. A London Story. 
Illustrated. Royal i6mo, is, 6d, 

PRIMTED BY WILLIAM CLOWBS AND SONS, LIMITED, LONDON AND BBCCLES. 



